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CHAPTER   I. 


It  had  been  snowing  in  a  leisurely,  persistent  way 
all  day  long,  so  that  roofs  and  windowsills  were 
covered  with  thicl^  white  cushions  of  spotless  snow, 
and  now  the  early  twilight  was  falling,  and  with  it 
came  a  wild  storm-wind,  raging  spitefully  among  the 
drifting  snowflakes  like  a  beast  of  prey  in  a  peaceful 
flock  of  doves. 

Though  the  weather  may  be  such  that  the  comfort- 
seeking  dweller  in  a  small  community  does  not 
willingly  let  his  dog  go  beyond  his  own  four  walls,  to 
say  nothing  of  his  own  noble  proportions,  there  is 
never  any  perceptible  diminution  in  the  crowding  of 

the   streets  of   the   great    capital  B .     Gas-lights 

replace  the  lights  of  heaven  which  decline  to  present 
themselves ;  carriages  whisk  around  corners  at  such 
speed  that  the  pedestrian  saves  life  and  limb  only  by 
springing  nimbly  aside,  and  a  volley  of  oaths  follows 
the  muffled  coachman  and  the  elegant  conveyance, 
behind  the  closed  doors  of  which  charming  women  have 
difficulty  in  keeping  their  flower-crowned  heads  above 
the  encircling  waves  of  their  voluminous  robes  of 
muslin  and  tulle,  far  from  suspecting  that  fire  and 
brimstone  are  at  that  moment  being  called  down  upon 
'.heir    unoffending    heads.    Elaborately  frizzed   wax- 
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heads,  surrounded  by  dreadful  blond  and  black  scalps 
stared  at  the  passer-by,  industrious  watch-makers 
plied  their  trade,  clerks  smiled  behind  piles  of  goods  or 
collections  of  enticing  wraps,  flower-sellers  in  the 
midst  of  fresh-blossoming  plants  rejoiced  in  the 
enviable  security  of  greenhouse  temperature,  and  the 
glow  of  dazzling  light  fell  through  shop-windows  upon 
the  slippery  sidewalks  and  streams  of  hurrying  human 
beings,  revealing  frosty  nose-tips,  weeping  eyes,  and 
despairing  gestures  of  heads  and  arms  in  young  and 
old. 

But  wait — not  all !  There  comes  from  a  side  alley  into 
the  main  street  a  young,  girlish  figure  with  light,  elastic 
step.  The  narrow,  outgrown  wrap  fits  tightly  about 
the  slender  limbs,  and  the  shabby  old  muff  is  pressed 
close  to  her  breast,  where  it  holds  the  ends  of  a  veil. 
Beneath  this  black  covering  laugh  two  girlish  eyes  in 
the  sunshine  of  early  youth ;  they  look  merrily  into 
the  snow-storm,  rest  longingly  upon  the  half-open 
rosebuds  and  dark  violets,  and  hide  awa}T  under  the 
long-lashed  lids  only  when  a  mischievous  ice-point 
mingles  with  the  snow-flakes. 

Any  one  who  has  ever  heard  childish  hands,  or  hands 
belonging  to  a  full-grown  head  and  body,  confidently 
begin  a  well-known  melody  upon  the  piano,  then  break 
the  musical  thread  with  a  dissonance,  following  it  with 
false  cords,  in  every  possible  key  except  the  right  one, 
while  the  teacher  despairingly  lets  the  foot,  raised  to 
mark  the  time,  sink  to  the  floor,  until  at  last  the 
melody  slowly  and  wearily  begins  again,  only  to  rave 
away  again  over  the  level  of  a  few  easy  bars — whoever 
has  had  his  nerves  thus  tortured  will  appreciate  that 
the   "oung  girl,  who  had    iust  finished    two  tn.»Hl<v 
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lessons  in  an  institute,  joyfully  offers  her  hot  face  to 
the  storm-wind  as  a  worthy  fellow  of  persistence  and 
system,  whose  mighty  roar  becomes  wondrous  melody 
in  organ  and  aeolian  harp.  So  the  young  girl  hastens 
through  falling  snow  and  crowding  passers-by,  and  I 
do  not  for  one  moment  doubt  that  she  would  there, 
upon  the  swimming  stones  of  the  sidewalk,  in  the  midst 
of  the  roaring  storm,  bestow  upon  the  reader  a  deli- 
cious smile  and  as  graceful  courtesy  as  through  they 
were  both  in  a  ball-room,  if  I  should  introduce  him  to 
her  as  Fraulein  Elizabeth  Ferber.  The  introduction, 
however,  cannot  take  place,  and  that  suits  my  purpose 
very  well,  as  I  propose  to  make  the  reader  acquainted 
with  the  young  girl's  past. 

Wolf  von  Gnadewitz  was  the  last  descendant  of  a 
famous  race,  that  traced  its  genealogy  back  to  the 
dubious  twilight  preceding  the  golden  age,  when  the 
merchant  in  any  narrow  pass  surrendered  his  costly 
goods  and  wares  to  the  knightly  banner  and  steel-clad 
retainers  as  often  as  to  the  common  highwayman. 
From  those  illustrious  times  dated  a  wheel  in  the 
Gnadewitz  arms,  upon  which  one  of  the  ancestors 
yielded  up  his  heroic  spirit  for  spilling  altogether  too 
much  mercantile  blood  in  the  pursuance  of  the  knightly 
method  of  appropriation. 

Baron  Wolf  von  Gnadewitz,  the  last  of  his  line,  was 

chamberlain   in    the  service  of  the  Prince  of  X , 

possessor  of  various  orders  and  divers  baronial  estates, 
as  well  as  of  the  qualities  which,  from  his  point  of 
view,  belonged  to  the  nobly  born,  and  which  he  called 
"distinguished,"  because  the  common  man  with  his 
plain  fare,  plain  morals,  and  the  heavy  pressure  of 
necessity  upon  him,  has  no  appreciation  of  the  inimi- 
*sble  grace  and  elegance  of  such  vices. 


4  GOLD  ELSIE. 

Baron  "Wolf  von  Gnadewitz  loved  splendor,  too,  like 
his  grandfather,  who  left  the  old  Castle  Gnadeck, 
upon  the  Thuringian  Mountains,  to  build  himself  a 
veritable  fairy  palace  in  the  Italian  style.  The  grand- 
son left  the  old  house  on  the  mountain-side  to  go  still 
more  to  ruin,  and  extended  and  beautified  the  new 
building  very  considerably.  Wolf  von  Gnadewitz 
seemed  to  cherish  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  the  last 
of  his  race  would  appear  upon  the  day  of  judgment 
as  the  youngest  child  of  mankind  ;  for,  to  fill  all  the 
apartments  newly  added,  the  old  tree  might  have 
put  forth  many  a  new  branch.  But  he  reckoned  with- 
out his  host.  True,  he  had  a  son  who,  with  his  twen- 
tieth year,  was  so  perfect  a  Gnadewitz  that  even  the 
picture  of  the  ancestor  with  the  wheel  paled  before 
him.  But  the  young  master,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
first  great  hunt  in  the  autumn,  struck  one  of  the  whip- 
pers-in  a  fearful  blow  upon  the  head.  He  was  per- 
fectly right,  as  all  the  invited  participators  in  the  hunt 
unanimously  agreed,  for  the  boor  had  trodden  upon 
the  paw  of  his  master's  favorite  hound  so  that  the 
animal  was  useless  for  the  whole  day.  A  sjiort  time 
after,  however,  Hans  von  Gnadewitz  was  found  hang- 
ing, not  upon  the  genealogical  tree  in  the  great  hall  of 
the  new  castle  only,  but  really  and  corporeally  upon 
an  oak  tree  in  the  forest,  with  a  rope  around  his  neck. 
The  beaten  whipper-in  paid  for  his  misdeed  with  his 
life,  if  not  upon  the  wheel  at  least  under  the  ax.  But 
that  did  not  restore  the  last  of  the  Gnadewitzes  to  life, 
for  he  was  dead,  irrecoverably  dead,  as  the  physicians 
maintained,  and  so  the  long  song  of  robber-knights, 
drinking  bouts,  hunting  orgies,  and  horse  racing  came 
Hi  an  end. 
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After  this  terrible  catastrophe,  Wolf  von  Gnadewitz 
left  at  once  the  castle  in  the  valley,  and,  indeed,  the 
whole  region,  and  withdrew  to  Silesia  to  one  of  his 
many  estates. 

He  took  a  distant  relative,  the  last  of  a  collateral 
iine  of  the  family,  into  his  house  to  be  his  nurse.  But 
the  relative  turned  out  to  be  a  young  girl,  beautiful  as 
an  angel,  at  sight  of  whom  the  old  nobleman  forgot 
the  object  for  which  she  had  been  summoned,  and 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  his  sixty-year-old  back 
was  still  straight  enough  to  slip  into  a  wedding  coat. 
To  his  deep  indignation,  however,  he  learned  that  a 
time  can  come  when  even  a  Gnadewitz  is  no  longer 
desirable.  And  he  was  furious  enough  when  the  girl 
confessed  that,  basely  forgetting  her  high  degree,  she 
had  given  her  heart  to  a  }Toung  officer  of  mere  plebeian 
descent,  the  son  of  one  of  Gnadewitz's  foresters. 

The  young  man  possessed  nothing  but  his  sword  and 
his  handsome  figure,  but  he  had  obtained  a  thorough, 
scientific  training,  was  amiable  in  intercourse,  and  of 
rare  character.  When  Baron  von  Gnadewitz  cast  off 
Marie  in  consequence  of  her  declaration,  young  Ferber 
joyously  led  her  home  as  his  wife,  and  in  the  first  ten 
years  of  his  married  life  would  not  have  changed  places 
with  any  king  in  Christendom.  Still  less  in  the  eleventh, 
U>v  that  was  the  year  1848 — but  it  brought  him  hard 
struggles,  and  a  complete  revolution  in  his  circum- 
stances. He  was  in  that  critical  position  in  which  it 
became  necessary  to  decide  between  two  duties.  One 
which  his  father  had  impressed  upon  him  in  the  cradle 
was  :  "Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself,  and 
most  of  all,  thy  German  neighbor.1'  The  other  was  a 
self-imposed  one,  assumed  much  later — that  of  bearing 
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his  sword  in  the  interest  of  his  master.  In  this  struggle 
the  cradle  song  prevailed.  Ferber  did  not  fire  upon 
his  brother-men,  but  the  victory  cost  him  his  profes- 
sion, his  assured  position.  He  resigned,  and  in  conse- 
quence of  a  cold,  was  shortly  afterward  laid  up  with 
an  illness  from  which  he  recovered  only  after  years  of 
convalescence.     He  then  removed  with  his  family  to 

13 ,  where  he  soon  obtained  a  lucrative  position  as 

bookkeeper  in  a  large  commercial  house.  It  was  high 
time,  for  his  wife's  small  fortune  had  been  lost  in  the 
collapse  of  a  bank,  and  only  the  repeated  assistance 
afforded  by  Ferber's  elder  and  only  brother,  a  forester 
in  Thuringia,  sent  the  Ferber  family,  had  saved  it 
from  want  in  the  worst  form. 

Unfortunately,  this  good  luck  was  destined  to  be  of 
short  duration.  Ferber's  chef  was  one  of  the  pious,  and 
persecuted  every  one  near  him  with  his  proselytizing 
zeal.  Ferber  did  not  escape,  but  met  the  attack  with 
quiet  seriousness  and  a  resistance  supported  by  ample 
knowledge,  and  so  decided  that  the  pious  spirit  of  good 
Master  Hagen  was  mortally  horrified.  To  give  work 
and  bread  to  such  a  freethinker,  thus  hastening  the 
downfall  of  the  kingdom  of  God — the  thought  gave 
him  no  peace  by  day  or  by  night,  until  he  freed  him- 
self from  the  burden  of  sin  bv  a  letter  of  dismissal  to 
this  black  sheep  among  his  lambs. 

About  that  time  Baron  von  Gnadewitz  was  gathered 
to  his  ancestors,  and,  as  he  had,  during  his  mortal 
career,  let  no  insult  to  his  race  pass  unheeded,  this 
career  could  find  no  more  suitable  winding  up  than 
the  will  which  he  wrote  with  his  own  hand  before 
descending  into  the  narrow  chamber  of  metal  in  which 
his  mortal  remains  were  to  be  stored  up  for  posterity. 
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This  evidence  of  manly  consistency,  which  made  a 
distant  relative  of  his  dead  wife  his  sole  heir,  closed 
with  the  following  clause: 

"  In  consideration  of  the  incontestable  claim  which 
she  has  upon  my  property,  I  bequeath  to  Anna  Maria 
Ferber,  nee  von  Gnadewitz,  my  castle  Gnadeck  upon 
the  Thuringian  Mountain.  Anna  Maria  Ferber  will 
not  mistake  my  benevolent  intention  in  giving  her  a 
shelter  connected  with  countless  reminiscences  of  the 
noble  family  to  which  she  once  belonged.  Well 
knowing  that  upon  those  ancient  halls  fortune  and 
blessings  have  ever  rested,  and  weighing  this  fact 
carefully,  I  hold  it  superfluous  to  add  anything  further 
to  this  my  gift.  Should,  however,  Anna  Maria  Ferber, 
failing:  to  recognize  the  value  of  rav  gift,  desire  to  sell 
it  or  in  any  other  way  part  with  it,  her  claim  becomes 
void,  and  ike  orphanage  in  L takes  her  place." 

Leaving  this  biting  satire  behind  him,  Baron  von 
Gnadewitz  laid  himself  down  upon  his  black-draped 
deathbed.  Ferber  and  his  wife  had,  indeed,  never  seen 
the  old  castle,  but  it  was  world-renowned  as  a  crum- 
bling ruin  which  no  rescuing  hand  had  touched  in  fifty 
years,  and  from  which,  when  the  new  house  in  the 
valley  was  finished,  all  the  house-furnishings,  tapestries, 
and  even  the  metal  roof  of  the  main  building,  had  been 
taken  away.  The  heavy  bolts  and  locks  lay  dusty  and 
rusty  before  the  great  house  door.  The  vast  forest 
trees  crowding  close  about  the  moss-grown  building 
bent  their  thick  boughs  to  the  luxuriant  underbrush  at 
their  feet,  and  the  abandoned  castle  soon  stood  in 
the  midst  of  an  impenetrable  forest,  like  a  coffined 
mummy. 

The  happy  heir,  who  found  this  foreign  possession  in 
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the  midst  of  bis  forest  burdensome,  would  gladly  have 
bought  the  old  house  for  a  handsome  price.  But  the 
clause  at  the  close  of  the  will  cut  off  all  such  attempts. 

Ferber's  wife  laid  the  copy  of  the  will  which  had 
been  sent  her  silently  away  in  her  husband's  writing- 
desk,  dropping  a  few  tears  upon  it,  and  then  resumed, 
with  redoubled,  almost  feverish  energy,  her  work, 
which  was  a  piece  of  embroidery.  Ferber,  in  spite  of 
all  his  efforts,  had  not  succeeded  in  getting  another 
situation,  and  was  obliged  to  seek  a  livelihood  for  him- 
self and  family  by  making  ill-paid  translations  and 
doing  copying  for  lawyers,  his  wife  helping  by  doing 
embroidery,  night  and  day. 

Gloomy  as  the  sky  of  Ferber's  life  had  now  become, 
one  star  gradually  arose  among  the  clouds  and  seemed 
determined  to  replace  the  lacking  external  signs  of 
grace  of  the  weathercock  fortune.  A  presentiment  of 
this  mild  ray  which  should  one  day  brighten  his  life 
arose  in  Ferber's  mind  the  first  time  he  stood  by  the 
cradle  of  his  first-born,  his  daughter,  looking  into  her 
beautiful  eyes  smiling  at  him  from  the  dainty  baby- 
face.  All  Frau  Ferber's  friends  wTere  unanimously  of 
the  opinion  that  the  little  one  was. a  superb  specimen, 
a  rarely  gifted  child,  not  looking  at  all  like  ordinary 
children,  when,  red  as  a  boiled  lobster,  it  cried  out  at 
the  world  for  the  first  time.  Here  they  always  broke 
off,  and  it  is  to  be  suspected  that  only  the  prosaic  nine- 
teenth centur}7-  and  its  sarcastic  husbands  led  them  to 
conceal  the  silent  but  unfailing  presentiment  that  here 
the  secret  but  potent  activity  of  some  fairy  was  in 
question. 

They  were  all  godmothers,  in  co?*jpore,  to  the  little 
daughter,  vied  with  one  another  in  showing  who  cher- 
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ished  the  warmest  tenderness  for  the  tiny  god-child, 
and  vowed  that  this  day  was  a  never-to-be-forgotten 
one  for  each  and  every  godmother  of  them  all ;  a  far 
too  heavy  claim  to  make  upon  their  memory,  however, 
for  when  the  Ferbers  fell  into  unfortunate  financial 
circumstances,  selfishness  rubbed  with  its  hard  finger, 
and,  lo  !  not  one  trace  was  left  of  all  the  promises. 

This  old  experience,  through  which  the  little  Eliza- 
beth was  doomed  to  pass  in  her  ninth  year,  disturbed 
her  very  little.  The  supposed  fairy  had  laid  in  her 
cradle  invincible  cheeriness  and  a  strong  will,  besides 
the  other  rich  gifts  ;  so  she  accepted  the  spare  evening 
meal  as  thankfully  and  cheerily  from  her  mother's 
hand  as  she  had  formerly  taken  the  inexhaustible 
delicacies  of  the  numerous  godmothers,  and  when,  at 
Christmas,  her  poor  tree  had  but  a  few  apples  and 
gilded  nuts  among  its  sparse  candles,  it  did  not  occur 
to  her  that,  on  former  occasions,  a  respectable,  and 
even  stately  company  of  all  possible  good  and  desirable 
things  had  assembled  among  its  boughs. 

Ferber  taught  his  daughter  himself.  She  had  never 
gone  to  school,  a  loss  which  is,  alas !  in  these  our  days, 
rather  to  be  regarded  as  a  gain,  when  one  reflects  that 
many  a  young  girl  leaves  school  far  more  experienced 
than  her  mother  could  wish,  who  guards  at  home  the 
purity  of  the  young  soul,  and  does  not  dream  that  it 
receives  impressions  from  the  ever-increasing  number 
of  black  sheep  in  the  schoolroom,  the  evil  effects  of 
which  must  make  themselves  felt  in  every  phase  of 
after-life. 

Elizabeth's  receptive  mind  unfolded  superbly  under 
the  direction  of  her  richly  gifted  parents.  She  carried 
on  the  studies  required  of  her   with  deep  earnestness 
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and  the  restless  impulse  to  know  thoroughly  everything 
with  which  she  busied  herself,  making  it  her  own  in- 
alienable property.  This  was  a  matter  of  conscience, 
belonging  in  the  domain  of  her  duties.  But  to  her 
music  she  abandoned  herself  with  that  fervor  with 
which  the  human  mind  grasps  what  it  recognizes  as  its 
especial  mission  upon  earth.  She  soon  far  surpassed 
her  mother,  who  was  her  teacher.  And,  as  she  left 
her  play-corner  whenever  she  saw  clouds  upon  her 
father's  brow,  seated  herself  upon  his  knee,  and  told 
him  wonderful  fairy  tales  of  her  own  invention  while 
she  was  still  a  tiny  child  ;  so,  later,  she  soothed  him 
with  melodies  that,  never  having  touched  a  human  ear 
before,  arose  in  her  soul,  pure  as  pearls,  to  drive  out 
the  demon  of  gloom  that  often  darkened  Ferber's 
mind.  But  this  was  not  the  only  blessing  that  accrued 
from  the  young  girl's  rare  talent.  The  exquisite 
music  in  the  mansard  attracted  the  attention  of  the 
neighbors,  and  Elizabeth  obtained  some  pupils,  and 
finally  the  task  of  giving  instruction  in  a  school,  thus 
enabling  her  to  lighten  considerably  the  cares  of  her 
parents. 

Here  we  resume  the  thread  of  our  story,  and  the 
trouble  following  the  young  girl,  hastening  home 
through  the  stormy  winter's  night. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

All  the  long  way,  through  straight  and  crooked, 
broad  and  narrow,  light  and  dark  streets,  Elizabeth 
was  enjoying  in  advance  the  coziness  that  always  met 
her  upon  the  threshold  of  the  parental  dwelling.  Her 
father  sat  at  the  writing-table,  lighted  by  a  small 
shaded  lamp,  raising  his  pale  face  with  a  smile  when 
he  heard  Elizabeth's  step.  He  took  in  his  left  hand  the 
pen  which  had  been  flying  over  the  paper  all  the  after- 
noon, and  with  his  right  drew  his  returning  daughter 
to  himself  to  press  a  kiss  upon  her  forehead.  Her 
mother,  who  usually  sat  beside  him.  her  work-basket 
at  her  feet,  to  have  the  faint  lamplight  as  near  her 
work  as  possible,  greeted  her  with  a  tender  smile,  and 
pointed  to  Elizabeth's  slippers,  which  she  had  brought 
into  the  warm  room.  On  the  stove  some  apples  sput- 
tered, and  in  the  dusky,  comfortable  corner  near  the 
stove  a  tiny  tea-machine  waited,  upon  the  sofa-table, 
illuminating  with  the  spirit-flame  a  regiment  of  tin 
soldiers  exercised  by  Elizabeth's  only  brother,  Ernst,  a 
six-year-old  lad. 

Four  flights  of  stairs  must  Elizabeth  mount  to  reach 
the  dark,  narrow  corridor  leading  to  the  parental 
dwelling.  Here  she  speedily  took  off  her  hat,  re- 
placing it  with  a  fur-riiumed  boy's  cap  that  she  had 
been   carrying   under  her    mantle.     Thereupon    she 
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entered  the  room,  where  Ernst  bounded  to  her  with  a 
cry  of  delight. 

But  to-dav  the  dark  corner  bv  the  stove  was 
brightly  lighted,  and  the  writing-table  dark  and  de- 
serted. The  father  sat  upon  the  sofa,  his  arm  around 
the  mother ;  a  peculiar  radiance  was  upon  both  faces 
a*id,  though  her  mother  had  been  weeping,  Elizabeth 
saw  at  a  glance  that  the  tears  had  been  tears  of  joy. 
She  stood  on  the  threshold  amazed,  and  was  a  funny 
picture  enough,  with  the  boy's  cap  at  one  side  on  her 
head  and  her  wondering  looks.  Both  parents  laughed 
outright.  Elizabeth  joined  merrily  in  the  laugh,  and 
put  the  fur  cap  on  her  brother's  black  curly  locks. 

"  There,  my  darling,"  she  said,  taking  his  rosy  face 
tenderly  in  her  hands  and  kissing  it.  "  That  is  for 
you  !  and  for  the  housekeeping  there  is  something  too, 
mother  dear,"  she  continued,  with  a  happy  smile, 
laying  four  shining  silver  thalers  in  her  mother's  hand. 
"  I  received  my  first  pay  in  school  to-day." 

"  But,  Elizabeth,"  said  her  mother,  with  tears  in  her 
eyes,  drawing  her  daughter  down  to  her,  "  Ernst's  last 
winter's  hat  is  very  respectable  yet,  and  you  needed  a 
pair  of  warm  gloves  far  more." 

"I,  mother!  Feel  nvy  hands.  I  have  just  come 
from  the  street,  and  they  are  as  warm  as  though  they 
were  fresh  from  the  stove.  No,  that  would  be  actual 
luxury.  Our  lad  has  grown  taller  and  broader,  but 
not  so  the  cap,  which  was,  therefore,  the  most  needful 
object  at  the  present  moment." 

"  Ah,  you  dear,  good  Elizabeth,"  cried  the  lad,  de- 
lighted, "such  a  beautiful  cap  I  had  not  even 
dreamed  of  ;  not  even  the  baron's  boy  on  the  first  floor 
has  such  a  one.  I  can  put  it  on,  father,  when  I  go 
hunting." 
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"  Hunting  !"  laughed  Elizabeth ;  "  you  want  to  shoot 
the  unfortunate  sparrows  in  the  Thiergarten." 

"  Badly  guessed,  Fraulein  Elsie,"  jubilated  the  lad. 
"  Yes,  in  the  Thiergarten,"  he  added  seriously  ;  "  that 
would  be  pretty  sport !  No,  in  the  woods,  in  the  real 
woods,  where  there  are  droves  of  deer  and  no  end  of 
hares,  so  that  you  need  not  even  aim,  if  you  will  only 
shoot." 

"  I  should  like  to  know  what  our  uncle  will  say  to 
this  view  of  the  noble  chase,"  said  the  father,  smiling. 
He  then  took  a  letter  from  the  table,  handing  it  to  the 
young  girl. 

"Head  this,  my  child,"  he  said;  "it  is  from  your 
forester  uncle,  as  you  call  him,  in  Thuringia." 

Elizabeth  glanced  over  the  first  few  lines,  and  then 
read  aloud : 

"  The  prince,  who  seems  to  enjoy  a  plate  of  venison 
with  sauerkraut  at  my  table  more  than  the  French 
cook's  pastry  at  the  castle,  spent  several  hours  with  me 
at  the  lodge  yesterday.  He  was  in  a  talkative  state  of 
mind,  and  said  he  would  like  to  give  me  a  clerk,  for 
he  saw  that  I  have  too  heavy  a  load  on  my  shoulders. 
I  seized  my  opportunity ;  the  game  was  within  shot ; 
if  I  let  it  go,  I  had  lost  nothing  but  a  couple  of 
charges  wasted,  and  that  I  might  risk  for  once.  So  I 
told  him  how  fate  had  been  treading  on  your  corns  for 
several  years  past  like  all  possessed,  and  obliged  3rou, 
in  spite  of  your  good  gifts  and  knowledge,  to  live  on 
the  verge  of  starvation.  The  old  gentleman  saw  at 
once  what  I  was  after,  for  I  spoke  good  German,  as 
usual,  and  no  one  has  misunderstood  me  yet.  It's  only 
the  aristocratic  coxcombs  and  fops  that  fawn  about 
him  and  try  to  persuade  him  that  honest  German  is 
too  coarse  for  princely  ears,  and  French  only  must  be 
spoken  in  his  presence. 
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"  The  old  gentleman  thought  he  should  appoint  a 
forester's  clerk  because — well,  he  said  some  things 
which  you  need  not  know,  over  which,  however,  I,  old 
fellow  that  I  am,  was  as  pleased  as  when  our  old 
schoolmaster  said  to  me,  at  the  close  of  the  examina- 
tion :  '  Karl,  thou  hast  done  thy  task  bravely.'  Well, 
his  highness  has  empowered  me  to  write  to  you  in  the 
matter,  and  will  give  the  necessary  orders ;  three 
hundred  and  fifty  thalers  salary,  and  wood  free. 
Think  it  over.  It  is  not  so  bad,  and  the  green  woods 
are  a  thousand  times  better  than  your  confounded 
attics  with  the  neighbors'  cats  miauling  and  the 
smoke  of  a  thousand  chimneys  making  your  eyes 
tingle. 

"  Don't  think  me  one  of  the  coaxing  creatures  that 
make  the  most  of  their  master's  favor  to  get  places 
for  their  relations.  If  you  were  not  what  you  are, 
i.e.,  if  you  did  not  know  your  business,  I'd  rather  bite 
my  tongue  off  than  deceive  my  master  about  you.  On 
the  contrary,  I  should  recommend  a  total  stranger  just 
as  strongly,  if  he  possessed  your  knowledge  and  con- 
science. No  offense  ;  but  you  know  I  never  was  a 
friend  of  roundabout  expressions. 

"  There  is  another  subject  that  needs  to  be  discussed. 
You  ought,  properly,  to  live  with  me.  And  that 
would  do  very  well  if  you  were  a  bachelor,  needing 
four  walls  for  yourself  and  a  bureau  for  your  ward- 
robe. But  for  a  family  I've  no  room  in  my  lonely  old 
rat's  nest  of  a  lodge  that's  long  been  needing  thorough 
treatment.  But  the  worthy  gentleman  at  the  helm 
will  never  trouble  about  it  until  the  collapsing  beams 
scatter  drying  sand  upon  the  one  hundred  and  fiftieth 
petition  upon  the  subject.  The  nearest  village  is  a 
half-hour  from  here ;  the  nearest  town  a  whole  one, 
an  impossible  arrangement — for,  with  the  wretched 
weather  wTe  often  have  here,  you  could  not  possibly 
travel  so  far  on  foot. 

"  My  old  Sabina,  my  housekeeper,  who  was  born 
here  in  the  next  village,  had  a  wild  idea.  The  old 
Castle  Gnadeck — the  brilliant  bequest  of  the  Baron 
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von  Gnadewitz  of  blessed  memory — lies,  as  I  wrote 
you,  about  a  rifle-shot's  distance  from  the  lodge. 
Sabina  says  that  when  she  was  a  ruddy  lass — more 
than  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago — she  was  chamber- 
maid at  Gnadeck.  The  new  castle  was  not  completed, 
and  could  not  hold  all  the  guests  that  came  every  year 
for  the  great  hunts,  and  so  the  middle  building  that 
connects  the  main  wings  of  the  castle  was  freshened 
up  a  little.  She  made  the  beds  there,  and  was  always 
afraid.  I  don't  doubt  that  at  all.  The  old  creature  is 
full  of  the  devil's  own  tales,  though  she  is  otherwise  a 
respectable  woman,  and  keeps  my  household  to  per- 
fection. She  insists  upon  it  that  that  part  of  the 
building  cannot  be  very  ruinous,  for  in  those  days  it 
was  tine  enough,  and  might  furnish  a  nice  dwelling 
for  you  and  yours.  It's  not  impossible,  but  whether 
your  children  won't  be  afraid  of  Hans  Ruprecht 
and  that  nonsense,  if  they  have  to  live  in  the  old 
pile? 

"  I  was  angry  enough,  as  you  know,  over  the  good- 
for-nothing  will  of  the  blessed  von  Gnadewitz,  and 
never  could  bring  my  mind  to  go  and  look  at  the  old 
nest.  However,  I  sent  one  of  my  lads  yesterday 
afternoon  to  climb  a  tree  at  the  only  point  from  which 
3tou  can  see  the  old  cuckoo's  nest.  He  says  it's  all  in 
confusion  and  decay.  So  this  morning  I  went  to  the 
authorities  in  the  town,  the  court  officials.  But  they 
would  not  hand  out  the  key  without  an  order  from 
your  wife,  as  if  the  treasures  of  Golconda  were  stored 
in  the  musty  hole.  None  of  the  people  who  sealed  it 
up  could  tell  me  how  it  looked  in  there.  For  they 
had  prudently  stayed  out  of  doors,  fearing  some  of  the 
ceilings  might  fall  on  their  wise  heads,  and  they 
merely  spotted  the  door  with  a  dozen  official  seals  as 
big  as  my  hand.  The  best  arrangement  would  be  for 
us  to  look  everything  over  together,  and  then  discuss 
the  question.  So  decide  as  quickly  as  possible,  and 
Start P 
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Here  Elizabeth  dropped  the  letter,  and  fixing  hei 
eyes  upon  her  father,  asked,  in  breathless  suspense : 
"  What  have  you  decided,  dear  father?" 

"  Well,"  he  answered  gravely,  "it  is  a  little  difficult 
for  me  to  tell  you  my  decision,  for  I  see  clearly  from 
your  face  that  you  would  not  for  all  the  world 
exchange  this  beautiful,  lively  city  for  the  loneliness 
of  the  woods.  Yet  you  must  be  told  that  my  applica- 
tion for  the  place  lies  there  on  the  table,  sealed  and 

addressed  to  the  Prince  of  L .   But  it  is  only  right 

for  us  to  consider  your  wishes,  too,  and  we  are  not 
disinclined  to  leave  you  here  in  case " 

"  No,  no,  if  Elizabeth  does  not  go  with  us  I'll  stay 
here  too,"  interrupted  little  Ernst,  clinging  anxiously 
to  his  sister. 

"  Be  easy,  my  darling,"  said  Elizabeth,  smiling  ;  "  I 
shall  find  a  place  in  the  wagon,  and  if  not,  don't  you 
know  I  am  brave  as  a  soldier  and  can  run  like  a  hare  ? 
I  have  my  longing  for  the  green  woods  to  serve  as  a 
compass  ;  that  took  possession  of  a  corner  of  my  heart 
when  I  was  a  tiny  child.  So  I  should  bravely  and 
quietly  go  onward  upon  my  own  two  feet  until  some 
evening  a  poor,  weary  wanderer,  with  worn-out  shoes 
and  an  empty  pocket  will  appear  at  the  castle  door  and 
beg  for  admission.     And  what  will  father  do  then  ?" 

"  We  should  have  to  open,"  said  the  father,  laughing 
"  if  we  did  not  wish  to  draw  down  upon  us  the  dis 
pleasure  of  all  brave  spirits  who  protect  and  defend  the 
valorous.  However,  you  will  have  to  wander  past 
the  ancient  castle,  and  knock  at  some  lonely  peasant's 
hut  in  the  woods  to  find  us.  For  in  the  ruin  we  shall 
scarcely  be  able  to  arrange  shelter." 

"I,  too,  am  afraid  of  that,"  said  their  mother.    "  We 
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shall  work  our  way  laboriously  through  hedges  and 
thick  underbrush,  like  the  prince  coming  to  wake  the 
sleeping  beauty,  and  find  at  last " 

"  Poetry  itself,"  cried  Elizabeth.  "  The  first  perfume 
.were  already  banished  from  our  woods-life,  if  we  could 
not  live  in  our  old  castle.  Four  strong  walls  and  a 
waterproof  roof  must  surely  Be  somewhere  in  some 
tower,  and  thinking  heads  and  willing  hands  can 
readily  do  the  rest.  We  can  poke  moss  into  any  cracks 
in  the  walls,  nail  boards  over  doorways  that  have  lost 
their  doors,  and  paper  our  four  walls  ourselves.  On 
the  worm-eaten  floors  we'll  lay  home-made  straw  mats, 
make  vigorous  war  upon  the  small  four-legged,  velvet- 
clad  epicures  who  attack  our  eatables,  and  fall  upon 
the  spiders  with  brooms." 

With  glowing  eyes,  carried  away  by  her  dreams  of 
the  new  life  in  the  woods,  she  went  to  the  piano.  It 
was  an  ancient,  worn-out  instrument,  whose  hoarse 
and  feeble  tones  completely  harmonized  with  its 
degenerate  external  appearance ;  but  Mendelssohn's 
song,  "  Through  the  forest  the  dusky  there  goeth," 
etc.,  was  nevertheless  entrancing  under  Elizabeth's 
fingers. 

The  parents  sat  on  the  sofa  listening.  Little 
Ernst  fell  asleep.  Outside  the  raging  of  the  storm  had 
ceased,  but  the  snowflakes  floated  past  the  uncurtained 
windows  in  silent  masses.  The  opposite  chimneys,  no 
longer  smoking,  slowly  put  on  a  thick,  white  nightcap, 
and  looked  stiff  and  cold  as  grim  old  age,  into  the 
little  attic  room  which,  in  the  midst  of  the  storm,  con- 
tained such  rejoicings  of  spring. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Whitsuntide  !  A  word  that  will  work  its  charm 
.pun  human  hearts  as  long  as  a  tree  puts  forth  young 
leaves,  a  lark  trills  in  the  sky,  and  a  clear  spring 
heaven  laughs  above  i\s — a  word  the  sound  of  which 
awakens  an  echo  of  the  joy  of  spring,  even  under  the 
hardest  ice-crust  of  egotism  and  in  the  heart  that  is 
hardened  by  trouble  and  sorrow. 

Whitsuntide  is  before  the  door.  A  mild  breeze 
flutters  over  theThuringian  Mountain,  brushing  the  last 
remnants  of  snow  from  its  crest.  They  flutter  up- 
ward, leaving  as  transparent  spring  clouds  their  former 
resting-place,  which  hastens  to  wind  her  wrinkled 
brow  with  a  wreath  of  young  blackberries  and  red- 
blossomed  bilberries.  Below,  the  troutbrook  roars 
lustily  from  the  dusk  of  the  woods  across  the  flower- 
mottled  meadows.  The  lonely  sawmill  rattles  merrily 
again,  and  upon  its  low,  gray,  patched  roof  the  fruit 
trees  strew  their  blossoms. 

In  front  of  the  windows  of  the  solitary  huts  of  the 
woodcutters,  and  by  the  villagers'  housedoors,  in 
narrow  cages,  sing  the  blackbirds,  after  going  through 
the  winter's  training  in  hot,  close  rooms.  And  black- 
birds in  the  thicket  rejoice  untaught,  infinitely  more 
sweetly  and  touchingly,  for  the  singer's  breast  is 
bathed  in  the  golden  stream  of  freedom. 

Where  a  few  weeks  before  the  mighty  snow-stream 
foamed  downward  in  a  bed  of  its  own  making,  moss 
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now  weaves  undisturbed  its  mottled  carpet,  laying  it 
gently  upon  the  scarred  breast  of  the  mountain,  broken 
here  and  there  by  the  fine,  silvery  thread  of  a  spring- 
stream. 

The  Ferber  family  came  driving  in  a  well-packed 
post-chaise  along  the  road  which  leads  through  the 
charming  valley  of  the  Thuringian  Forest.  It  was 
early  morning. 

The  thin,  sharp  little  voice  of  a  neighboring  church 
clock  was  just  announcing  the  third  hour.  Therefore 
the  sight  of  a  happily  smiling  young  face  was  reserved 
for  the  forlorn  old  signpost  on  the  road  and  a  herd  of 
stately  stags  at  the  edge  of  the  woods. 

Elizabeth  leaned  far  out  of  the  close  wagon,  inhaling 
the  air  of  the  forest,  which,  she  declared,  freed  lungs 
and  eyes  in  the  first  half-hour  from  the  dust  of  the 
abandoned  capital.  Ferber  sat  opposite  her,  musing. 
He,  too,  was  refreshed  by  the  charming  beauty  of  the 
district,  but  the  glowing  eyes  of  his  daughter,  who  felt 
the  charm  of  nature  so  deeply,  moved  him  far  more, 
and  he  was  unspeakably  thankful  for  the  new  phase  of 
his  domestic  arrangements.  How  busily  her  little 
hands   had    worked    when,  at   last,    the   appointment 

came  from  the  Prince  of  L .     There   was  enough 

to  be  done.  She  had  taken  her  share  of  all  her 
parents' cares  in  the  moving  bravely  upon  her  shoulders. 
True,  the  prince  had  granted  his  new  employee  a  fair 
sum  for  the  journey,  and  the  forester  uncle  had  sent 
his  contribution,  too.  But  in  spite  of  the  most  careful 
calculations  it  was  not  enough,  and  Elizabeth  there- 
fore made  the  most  of  the  few  hours  of  the  day  hitherto 
reserved  for  recreation  by  doing  work  for  a  large 
linen    establishment,    and,    many   a   time,    when   her 
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parents    were   unsuspectingly  dreaming,  the  girl  sat 
stitching  the  livelong  night. 

In  all  this  active  effort  and  occupation  there  had 
been  but  one  bitter  drop,  which,  however,  drew  from 
the.  young  girl  bitter  tears.  That  was  when  two  men 
came  and  carried  off  her  beloved  piano  upon  their 
shoulders.  It  had  been  sold  for  a  few  thalers,  being 
old,  feeble,  and  evidently  incapable  of  bearing  the  long 
journey.  It  had  always  been  a  good  old  friend  of  the 
family.  Its  thin,  trembling  voice  had  sounded  to 
Elizabeth  as  dear  and  near  as  the  voice  of  her  mother. 
.  .  .  Yet  even  that  pain  was  overcome  now,  and 
lay  far  behind  her,  like  many  another  thing  that  she 
had  suffered  or  achieved  ;  and  as  she  sat  there,  with 
merrily  dancing  eyes  looking  out  upon  the  early 
morning,  there  seemed  to  arise  before  her  out  of  the 
gray  mist-veil  a  prophec}7  of  future  happiness — and  who 
could  have  discovered  in  this  youthful  figure,  full  of 
fresh  life  and  elasticity,  a  trace  of  the  last  few  weari- 
some weeks  ? 

About  half  an  hour  longer  the  travelers  followed  the 
chaussee  along  the  level,  then  it  turned  aside  into  the 
dark  forest,  through  which  ran  an  excellent  road.  The 
sun  had  already  risen  in  full  splendor  and  looked  in 
amazement  down  upon  the  earth,  which,  without  the 
knowledge  of  its  high  and  luminous  protectress,  had 
clad  itself  in  diamonds  over  night.  After  midnight  a 
heavy  thundershower  had  swept  over  the  region,  and 
drops  left  by  the  heavy  rain  still  hung  from  the  trees 
and  bushes  and  fell  pattering  upon  the  wagon-cover 
whenever  the  postilion  touched  a  bough  with  his  whip. 
What  a  glorious  forest !  The  giant  trees  rose  from 
amid   thick   underbrush,   intertwining   their    mighty 
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boughs  in  brotherly  union,  as  though  light  and  air 
were  deadly  foes  to  be  banished  from  the  silent  home 
beneath.  Only  now  and  then  a  fine,  green-tinted  sun- 
ray  slipped  down  from  limb  to  limb  upon  the  feathery 
grass  and  the  tiny  strawberry-blossoms  that  covered 
the  earth  like  scattered  snowfiakes  and  laid  their  pert 
white  heads  upon  the  roadside. 

After  a  short  ride  the  trees  grew  sparser,  and  pres- 
ently an  old  lodge  in  the  midst  of  a  meadow  in  the 
heart  of  the  forest  presented  itself  to  view.  The  pos- 
tilion blew  his  horn.  Instantly  a  furious  barking  of 
dogs  arose  and  a  great  flock  of  doves  fluttered,  with  a 
loud  whirr,  from  the  pointed  gable  of  the  house. 

In  the  door  stood  a  man  in  hunting-costume,  a  perfect 
giant,  with  a  huge  beard  that  reached  almost  to  his 
waist.  He  held  his  hand  over  his  eves  and  gazed  in- 
tently  toward  the  approaching  wagon.  Then  he  sprang 
down  the  steps  with  a  loud  shout,  opened  the  carriage- 
door,  and  pressed  Ferber  to  his  breast  as  the  latter 
sprang  out.  For  a  moment  the  brothers  silently 
clasped  one  another  in  close  embrace,  until  the  forester 
gently  pushed  away  the  newcomer,  and,  holding  him 
by  the  shoulders,  examined  the  whole  slight,  delicate 
figure. 

"  Poor  Adolph  !"  he  said  at  last,  and  the  deep  voice 
betrayed  emotion.  "  Has  fate  brought  you  to  this  ? 
But  wait,  you  shall  get  as  well  here  as  a  fish  in  the 
watew  That  can  all  be  remedied.  Welcome,  a  thou- 
sand times !  And  now  we'll  keep  together  until  the 
last  trumpet  blows,  when  we'll  not  be  asked  whether 
we  wish  to  keep  together  or  not." 

He  tried  to  control  his  feelings,  and  helped  his  sister- 
in-law  and  little  Ernst,  whom  he  hugged  and  kissed, 
out  of  the  wagon. 
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"  Well,"  he  said,  "  you  must  have  turned  out  early, 
I  must  say — which  does  not  often  happen  when  women 
are  along1." 

"  What  do  you  think  of  us,  then,  uncle  V  cried 
Elizabeth.  "We  are  nc  sleepy  heads,  and  know  very 
well  how  the  sun  looks  wLen  it  first  visits  the  earth." 

"  Halloa !"  cried  the  forester,  with  a  laugh,  sur- 
prised. "  Who  is  that  objecting  bacfc  in  the  corner  of 
the  wagon?     Ha  !   come  out,  little  crab." 

"  Now,  uncle,  you  will  be  surprised,  when  I  get  out, 
to  see  what  a  tall  girl  I  am."  With  these  words  Eliz- 
abeth sprang  to  the  ground,  and  placed  herself, 
stretching  every  limb  to  the  utmost,  upon  her  tiptoes. 
Eat  though  her  slender,  delicately  built  figure  exceeded 
medium  height,  she  nevertheless  at  that  moment 
looked  like  a  pretty  king-bird  trying  to  measure  itself 
with  an  eagle. 

"  Do  you  see  ?"  she  said,  a  trifle  faintly.  "  I  am 
almost  up  to  your  shoulder,  and  that  is  more  than 
enough  to  make  a  respectable  girl." 

Her  uncle  glanced  down  at  her  a  moment  out  of  the 
corner  of  his  eye,  with  a  roguish  twinkle,  smiling  with 
pleasure,  and  holding  himself  straight  as  a  candle. 
Then  he  picked  her  up  as  though  she  had  been  a 
feather,  and  carried  her,  amid  general  laughter,  into 
the  house,  where  he  shouted,  with  a  voice  of  thunder : 

"  Sabine,  Sabine,  come  here ;  I'll  show  you  how  the 
wrens  look  in  B ." 

He  set  the  startled  girl  down  in  the  hall,  as  cau- 
tiously and  tenderly  as  though  she  had  been  a  fragile 
toy,  and,  taking  her  head  between  his  large  palms, 
kissed  her  repeatedly  on  the  forehead,  saying :  "  Such 
a  Queen  of  Lilliput,  such  a  moonshine  elf,  thinks  she 
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is  as  big  as  her  uncle.  .  .  .  You  little  wood-witch, 
you  may  very  well  know  how  the  sun  looks,  you  have 
a  head  full  of  its  rays." 

The  young  girl's  hat  had  fallen  from  her  head  in 
consequence  of  the  trot  into  which  her  uncle  broke 
when  he  carried  her  off,  and  a  wonderful  mass  of 
blond  hair  came  to  light,  whose  clear  golden  glimmer 
was  the  more  striking  because  her  delicately  penciled 
brows  and  long  lashes  were  black. 

Meantime,  an  old  woman  appeared  at  a  side  door, 
and  some  men's  faces  showed  themselves  at  the  stair- 
landing  above,  vanishing  instantly  when  the  forester 
looked  in  their  direction. 

"  Now,  don't  run  away,  I  have  seen  you,"  he  cried, 
laughing.  "  These  are  my  lads,"  he  said,  turning  to 
his  brother.  "  The  fellows  are  as  inquisitive  as  spar- 
rows ;  and  to-day  I  cannot  take  it  amiss,"  he  added, 
with  a  roguish  look  at  Elizabeth,  who  had  turned 
away  and  was  braiding  her  loosened  hair.  Then  he 
seized  the  old  woman  by  the  hand  and  introduced  her 
in  a  half-solemn,  half-jesting  manner  as  follows : 

"  Fraulein  Sabina  Ilolzin,  minister  of  the  interior  of 
the  house,  high  constable  in  ail  matters  of  the  stable 
and  farm,  and  absolute  monarch  of  the  kitchen.  .  .  . 
When  she  is  bringing  the  meals  to  the  table,  take  any 
hint  from  her  and  you  are  sure  to  do  well,  but  if  she 
shows  signs  of  producing  her  store  of  traditions  and 
ghost  stories,  let  all  run  who  can,  for  there  is  no  end 
to  it.  .  .  .  And  now,"  he  said,  turning  to  the  laugh- 
ing old  woman,  who  was  thoroughly  ugly  to  look 
upon,  but,  nevertheless,  won  all  hearts  in  a  moment  by 
reason  of  a  roguish,  humorous  expression  about  mouth 
and  eyes,  by  her  frank,  warm-hearted  expression  and 
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the  spotless  cleanliness  of  her  dress,  "  bring  at  once 
whatever  cellar  and  kitchen  afford.  You  baked  the 
Whitsuntide  cakes  early  expressly  to  give  the  travelers 
something  fresh." 

He  pointed  her  to  the  kitchen,  and  opened  the  door 
of  the  large,  sunny  corner  room.  They  all  entered. 
Elizabeth  alone  could  not  refrain  from  casting  one 
more  glance  through  the  great  door  that  led  to  the 
farm.  For  through  the  picket-fence  that  surrounded 
the  poultry  yard  on  two  sides  she  saw  variegated 
flower-beds,  and  some  late  blossoming  apple  trees 
stretched  their  rose-colored  twigs  far  into  the  court. 
The  garden  was  large,  and  stretched  in  terraces  up 
the  mountain  side,  embracing  within  its  realm  some 
advanced  guards  of  the  forest,  a  handsome  group  of 
ancient  beeches.  While  Elizabeth,  as  though  entranced, 
stood  in  the  hall,  the  door  of  a  side  wing  opened,  and 
a  young  girl  came  into  the  garden.  She  was  strik- 
ingly pretty,  though  almost  too  small  in  figure,  a 
defect  which  nature  had  endeavored  to  atone  for  by 
giving  her  large,  wide-open  eyes,  flaming  like  gorgeous* 
suns.  Her  luxurious  dark  hair  was  coiled  with  unmis- 
takable coquetry,  and  a  few  slightly  curled  locks  fell 
upon  her  well-formed  white  forehead.  Her  dress,  too, 
though  very  simple,  betrayed  an  almost  painfully 
careful  arrangement,  and  the  attentive  observer  could 
not  believe  if  he  wanted  to  do  so,  that  the  upper 
skirt  was  looped  in  such  graceful  folds  solely  out  of 
consideration  of  the  hem  ;  for  her  two  dainty  feet 
were  clad  in  boots  not  meant  to  be  hidden  under  the 
long  woolen  skirt. 

The  young  girl  held  in  her  arm  a  bowlful  of  grain, 
from  which  she  threw  haudfuls  of  it  upon  the  ground. 
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Forthwith  there  was  a  great  hubbub.  The  doves 
plungecT  down  from  the  roof;  the  chickens,  clucking 
wildly,  left  nests  and  roosts,  and  the  hound  felt  called 
upon  to  participate  in  the  general  uproar  by  barking 
loudly. 

Elizabeth  was  surprised.  True,  her  uncle  had  been 
married,  but  had  had  no  children.  That  she  knew. 
Who,  then,  was  this  young  girl,  whom  he  had  never 
mentioned  in  any  of  his  letters  ?  .  .  .  She  went  down 
the  steps  that  led  to  the  courtyard,  and  approached 
the  young  stranger  somewhat  nearer.  "  Do  you  live 
at  the  lodge  V\  she  asked  in  a  friendly  tone. 

The  black  eyes  fastened  almost  piercingly  upon  her 
for  a  moment,  and  expressed  great  and  unmistakable 
surprise.  Then  a  trace  of  arrogance  appeared  about 
the  delicate  lips,  which  seemed  to  close  more  tightly 
than  before  ;  the  lids  half  closed  over  the  brilliant 
eyes,  which  were  turned  away,  and,  as  completely 
silent  as  though  she  did  not  know  any  one  was  near  her, 
she  continued  to  throw  corn  into  the  poultry-yard.  At 
that  moment  Sabine  passed  the  courtyard  door,  car- 
rying the  coffee-trav. 

She  beckoned  confidentially  to  Elizabeth,  who  was 
deeply  offended,  and,  as  the  latter  approached  her, 
Sabine  said  :  "  Come,  child,  she  is  not  for  such  as  you." 

In  the  living-room  Elizabeth  found  them  all  cozily 
confidential,  as  though  they  had  breakfasted  together 
all  their  lives.  Her  mother  had  taken  possession  of  a 
comfortable  armchair,  which  the  forester  had  pushed* 
to  the  window,  whence  she  enjoyed  a  charming  out- 
look into  the  woods.  A  large  tiger-cat  had  sprung  con- 
fidingly into  her  lap,  showing  decided  pleasure  at  being 
stroked  by  Frau  Ferber's  soft  hand.     For  the  small 
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Ernst,  the  four  walls  of  the  room  were  a  perfect  mind 
of  treasures.  He  climbed  from  chair  to  chair,  a'nd  was 
standing  in  speechless  amazement  and  admiration 
before  a  large  glass  case,  containing  a  superb  collection 
of  butterflies.  The  two  men  sat  upon  the  sofa  eagerly 
discussing  the  future  dwelling  of  the  family,  and 
Elizabeth  heard  her  uncle  say:  "Well,  if  we  cannot 
manage  a  home  for  you  upon  the  mountain,  just  stay 
for  the  present  in  my  room  upstairs.  I'll  arrange  my 
writing-desk  and  the  rest  of  my  possessions  down  here, 
and  then  bombard  the  people  in  the  city,  until  they 
let  me  build  a  new  story  on  top  of  the  side  wing." 

Elizabeth  laid  aside  her  traveling  cloak,  and  helped 
old  Sabine  arrange  the  coffee-table.  The  first  shadow 
had  just  fallen  upon  the  happiness  which  filled  her 
heart.  She  had  never  before  been  met  by  a  repulse. 
That  she  owed  this  to  the  charm  of  her  beauty,  the 
purity  and  childlike  simplicity  of  her  being,  she  did 
not  know.  She  had  taken'  it  as  a  matter  of  course, 
since  she  meant  well  toward  every  one,  and  was  never 
guilty  of  rudeness.  Her  surprise  and  joy  at  finding  a 
young  girl  of  her  own  age  here  was  so  great  that  the 
repulse  hurt  her  all  the  more.  Besides,  the  young 
girl's  pretty  face  awakened  a  lively  interest.  The 
studied  arrangement  of  the  girl's  dress  had  not  struck 
her,  as  she  had  not  slightest  desire  to  improve  her  own 
appearance  by  means  of  her  toilet.  Her  parents  had 
always  taught  her  to  enrich  her  mind  and  try  to  become 
ever  better  ;  then  her  external  appearance  could  never 
be  repulsive,  whatever  form  nature  might  have  con- 
ferred upon  it. 

Elizabeth's  thoughtful  expression  did  not  escape  her 
mother's  attention.     She  called  her  quickly  to  her 
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side,  and  Elizabeth  began  to  tell  her  of  the  rencontre. 
But  after  the  first  few  words  the  forester  turned  toward 
her.  A  deep  furrow  formed  between  his  bushy  brows, 
and  made  his  face  gloomy  and  dark. 

"  So,"  he  said,  "  you  have  seen  her  already  %  .  .  .  . 
Then  I  will  tell  you  who  and  what  she  is.  I  took  her 
into  my  house  several  years  ago  to  be  a  help  to 
Sabine.  She  is  a  relation  of  my  dead  wife,  and  has 
neither  parents  nor  relatives.  I  wished  to  do  a  good 
work,  and  have  provided  myself  with  a  perpetual 
scourge  that  flays  me  without  my  having  sinned.  I 
discovered,  in  the  first  weeks,  that  there  was  not  a 
sound  thought  in  her  mind,  nothing  but  a  wilderness 
of  exaggerated  ideas,  and  an  incredible  arrogance.  I 
was  tempted  to  send  her  back  where  she  came  from, 
but  Sabine  lamented  at  that  and  begged  me  to  keep 
her,  though  she  had  least  occasion  of  all  for  doing  so, 
for  the  young  thing  gave  her  enough  to  do,  was  pert, 
and  kept  acting  the  master's  relation  toward  the  old 
servant.  I  turned  a  blind  eye  as  far  as  I  could,  but 
gave  her  steady  work,  to  drive  out  her  demon  of 
arrogance.  That  answered  the  purpose  for  a  time. 
But  up  at  Lindhof — formerly  the  Gnadewitz  property, 
which  the  sole  heir  has  sold  to  Baron  von  Walde 
— a  certain  Baroness  Lessen  has  been  living  about  a 
vear.  The  owner  himself,  who  has  neither  wife  nor 
children,  is  a  sort  of  student  of  antiquity,  who  travels 
about,  and  leaves  this  lady  as  the  chaperon  of  his  only 
sister,  who  is  unmarried.  More's  the  pity,  for  she 
turns  everything  upside  down.  .  .  .  Years  ago, 
when  any  one  was  recommended  to  me  as  pious,  I  felt 
respect  and  doffed  my  cap.  But  now  I  feel  like  clinch- 
ing my  fist  and  drawing  my  cap  well  down  over  eyes 
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and  ears,  for  the  world  is  topsy-turvy.  Baroness 
Lessen  is  one  of  the  pious  that  grow  narrow  and  hard 
from  sheer  piety,  who  persecute  more  tenaciously  than 
my  hound  follows  its  prey,  all  their  fellow-creatures 
that  do  not  keep  their  ej^es  hypocritically  cast  down, 
but  venture  to  use  them  to  look  up  to  seek  their  God 
above.  Into  this  herd  my  excellent  niece  has  strayed, 
and  a  better  field  could  not  be  found,  for  all  the 
weeds  sprout  in  her  mind,  and  a  pretty  time  we  have 
in  consequence.  She  made  the  acquaintance  of  a 
waiting-maid  over  there  and  spent  all  her  leisure 
time  there.  At  first  I  suspected  nothing,  until  she 
began  one  fine  day  with  her  attempts  at  prosely- 
tizing. She  thought  Sabine  was  not  pious  because 
she  did  not  leave  urgent  duties  a  dozen  times  a 
day  to  pray — the  poor  old  woman,  who  goes  to 
Lindhof  to  church  every  Sunday,  through  wind  and 
weather,  often  despite  her  suffering  from  rheumatism, 
and  has  a  life  of  labor  and  duty  performed  behind  her, 
that  certainly  outweighs  life-long  kneeling  and  do- 
nothing  piety  ten  times  over.  Then  my  young  moral- 
ist attacked  me.  But  there  she  found  her  match,  and 
dropped  the  subject  after  the  first  attempt.  I  forbade 
all  intercourse  with  the  Lindhof  people,  but  that  did 
very  little  good,  for  she  slips  over  secretly  whenever 
she  has  a  leisure  moment.  As  to  gratitude  toward  me 
for  my  care  of  her,  there  is  no  sign  of  that.  We  have 
no  uniting  bond  whatever,  and  that  makes  it  doubly 
difficult  for  me  to  shield  her.  Heaven  only  knows 
what  notion  she  has  got  fixed  in  her  head  now,  but  for 
nearly  two  months  she  has  been  totally  dumb,  not 
here  at  home  only,  but  toward  every  one.  Not  one 
sound   has   passed   her    lips   in   that    time.     Neither 
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severity  nor  kindness  is  of  any  avail.  She  does  her 
duty  as  she  always  did,  eats  and  drinks  like  every 
other  healthy  person,  and  is  not  one  iota  less  vain  than 
before.  But  because  she  lost  her  rosy  cheeks  and 
looked  pale,  I  consulted  a  physician  about  her.  He 
found  her  physically  healthy,  but  a  most  excitable  and 
fantastic  person,  and,  tb^ere  being  insanity  in  her 
family,  he  thought  we  should  do  best  to  let  her  have 
her  own  way.  She  would  get  tired  of  her  silence  in 
the  course  of  time,  and  chatter  like  a  magpie  one  of 
these  fine  days.  She  may  do  as  she  likes  so  far  as  I 
am  concerned.  But  I  certainly  make  a  heavy  sacrifice. 
I  never  could  endure  an  ill  tempered  face  about  me, 
all  my  life,  and  would  rather  eat  bread  and  salt  with 
cheerful  faces  than  the  costliest  delicacies  with  morose 
people.  Ha,  little  golden-hair,"  he  said,  turning  to 
Elizabeth,  and  stroking  her  brow,  as  though  to  banish 
all  painful  thoughts,  "  push  thy  mother  deftly  hither 
in  her  armchair,  put  a  bib  on  the  little  fellow  there 
that  is  staring  himself  blind  at  my  gun-case,  and  let  us 
breakfast  together.  Then  you  must  lie  down  and  rest 
your  limbs  a  bit  after  the  long  journey.  But  after 
dinner  we  shall  go  up  to  Castle  Gnadeck.  It  will  be 
well  to  strengthen  your  eyes  in  advance  with  a  nap, 
for  they  might  suffer  from  all  the  brilliancy  that 
awaits  us  up  yonder." 

After  breakfast,  while  her  parents  slept,  and  little 
Ernst  dreamed  in  a  wide  bed  of  all  the  miraculous 
things  in  the  lodge,  Elizabeth  unpacked  the  most 
necessary  articles  in  the  upper  room.  She  could  not 
possibly  have  slept  She  kept  going  to  the  window 
and  looking  at  the  wood-covered  mountain  that  rose 
behind  the  lodge.     Up  there  among  the  tree  tops  there 
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was  a  sharp,  black  line  against  the  sky.  Sabine  had 
told  her  that  this  was  an  ancient  iron  rod  upon  the 
roof  of  the  castle,  from  which,  in  times  long  gone  by, 
the  proud  banner  of  the  Gnadewitzes  had  streamed. 
Might  there  not  be,  behind  those  trees,  the  asylum  so 
longed  for  during  many  years,  where  her  parents 
could  rest  their  weary  feet, after  their  wanderings  in 
strange  lands? 

Her  searching  eyes  wandered  over  the  farm,  too ; 
but  the  silent  girl  was  not  to  be  seen.  She  had  not 
come  to  breakfast,  and  seemed  determined  to  avoid 
every  contact  with  the  guests.  Elizabeth  was  sorry 
for  this.  Her  uncle's  description  had  conveyed  a  very 
unattractive  impression,  but  a  young  spirit  does  not 
readily  abandon  its  illusions,  and  prefers  the  disap- 
pointment caused  by  the  bursting  of  its  soap-bubbles, 
to  the  same  disappointment  conveyed  by  the  sage 
experience  of  its  elders.  .  .  .  The  pretty  girl  who 
kept  her  secret  so  persistently  shut  up  between  her 
closed  lips  had  a  redoubled  interest  for  her  now.  And 
she  exhausted  her  ingenuity  in  trying  to  discover 
reasons  for  her  silence. 
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CHAPTEK  IV. 

After  dinner,  which  passed  amid  the  greatest  mer- 
riment, Sabine  brought  a  pipe,  ready  filled,  from  the 
chimney-piece,  and  handed  it  to  the  forester.  "What 
are  you  thinking  of,  Sabine  2"  he  asked,  waving  her  off 
with  mock  indignation.  "  Did  you  suppose  I  could 
peacefully  smoke  a  pipe  while  little  Elsie's  feet  are 
twitching  with  eagerness  to  climb  the  mountain  and 
poke  her  small  nose  into  the  enchanted  castle  ?  Nay, 
I  think  we  might  begin  our  voyage  of  discovery  at 
once." 

They  all  got  ready.  The  forester  gave  his  sister-in- 
law  his  arm,  and  they  started  through  the  garden  and 
across  the  farm.  Presently  a  stone-mason  from  the 
nearest  village  joined  the  company,  the  forester  hav- 
ing engaged  him  in  advance. 

The  path  was  rather  steep  uphill  through  the  thick 
woods,  and  was  narrow  from  long  disuse,  growing 
broader,  however,  until  it  emerged  in  a  small  free 
space,  behind  which,  as  it  seemed,  a  loftly  gray  rock 
towered  above  the  climbers. 

"  I  have  now  the  pleasure,"  said  the  forester,  smil- 
ing sarcastically  at  the  amazed  Ferber,  "  of  presenting 
to  you  the  legacy  of  Baron  von  Gnadewitz,  of  blessed 
memory,  in  all  its  splendor." 

They  were  standing  before  an  immense  wall,  which 
looked  like  a  single  block  of  granite.  Of  the  buildings 
which  lay  behind  it  not  a  trace  was  to  be  seen,  for  the 
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reason  that  the  forest  pressed  too  close  to  them,  and 
gave  the  observer  no  chance  of  stepping  back  for  a 
view.  The  forester  strode  along  the  wall,  the  foot  of 
which  was  overgrown  with  thick  underbrush,  and 
paused  at  last  before  a  mighty  oaken  door,  the  upper 
part  of  which  was  replaced  by  an  iron  grating.  He 
had  had  the  underbrush  removed  from  here  the  day 
before,  and  now  produced  a  great  bundle  of  keys 
which  Frau  Ferber  had  obtained  in  L .  It  re- 
quired the  united  vigorous  efforts  of  the  three  men  to 
move  the  rusty  bolts  and  turn  the  keys.  Finally, 
however,  the  door  swung,  creaking,  upon  the  hinges, 
and  sending  up  a  mighty  cloud  of  dust.  The  new- 
comers found  themselves  in  a  court  surrounded  upon 
three  sides  by  buildings.  Opposite  them  stretched  the 
imposing  front  of  the  castle,  to  the  first  floor  of  which 
a  flight  of  stone  steps  with  a  massive  iron  hand-rail  led 
up.  Dark  colonnades  stretched  along  the  side  wings, 
and  their  granite  pillars  and  arches  seemed  to  defy  the 
effects  of  time.  In  the  midst  of  the  court  several  old 
chestnut  trees  stretched  their  sparse  limbs  over  a  vast 
basin,  in  the  midst  of  which  reclined  four  stone  lions 
with  wide-open  jaws.  In  days  gone  by  four  mighty 
streams  of  water  may  have  ascended  from  the  depths 
of  the  earth  to  fill  the  basin.  But  now  only  a  feeble 
little  rill,  just  strong  enough  to  moisten  the  imperti- 
nent grass- blades  in  the  cracks  of  the  basin  and  to  give 
a  faint  suggestion  of  life  with  its  gentle,  melancholy 
murmur  in  this  wilderness,  trickled  from  the  threaten- 
ing teeth  of  one  lion.  The  outer  walls  of  the 
building  and  the  pillared  walks  were  the  only  objects 
upon  which  the  eye  could  rest  without  anxiety.  The 
windows,  bare  of  glass,  revealed  a  terrible  desolation 
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within.  In  some  rooms  the  ceilings  had  already  fallen, 
in  others  the  rafters  leaned  heavily  downward,  as 
though  they  would  collapse  at  the  slightest  touch. 
The  outer  staircase  half  hung  in  mid-air  :  some  heavy 
moss-grown  stones  had  already  torn  loose  from  it  and 
rolled  to  the  middle  of  the  court. 

"There  is  nothing  to  be  done  here,"  said  Ferber, 
"let  us  go  on." 

They  passed  through  a  broad,  dark  portal  into  the 
second  court,  which,  though  far  larger  than  the  first, 
made  a  much  more  uncanny  impression  by  reason  of 
its  irregularity.  A  crumbling,  sinister-looking  build- 
ing projected  far  into  the  court,  forming  a  dark  nook 
where  no  ray  of  sunlight  could  enter.  At  another 
point  a  tower  mounted  high  enough  to  throw  a  broad, 
dark  shadow  over  the  wing  that  lay  behind  it.  An 
ancient  elder  bush,  that  led  a  struggling  life  in  one 
corner,  its  leaves  covered  with  crumbling  mortar,  and 
a  few  gray  grass-blades  between  the  stones  of  the 
pavement,  made  the  desert  waste  still  more  melancholy 
to  behold.  Not  a  sound  broke  the  deathly  silence  that 
prevailed  ;  even  the  jackdaws  crossing  the  bright  blue 
sky  passed  silently  overhead,  and  the  noise  of  the  new- 
comers' steps  on  the  pavement  sounded  ghostly  in 
their  own  ears. 

"There,"  said  Ferber,  moved  by  the  sight  of  the 
decay  all  around  him,  "  these  powerful  old  nobles  have 
piled  up  vast  masses  of  stone,  and  thought  the  cradle  of 
their  race  would  proclaim  their  name  and  fame 
throughout  all  time.  The  different  styles  of  architec- 
ture show  how  each  heir  modified  his  inheritance 
according  to  his  own  taste  and  necessities,  as  though 
there  were  never  to  be  an  end  of  it. 
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"  And  yet  he  lived  here  but  a  short  time,"  chimed  in 
the  forester,  "  and  had  at  last  to  pay  his  rent  to  the 
final  landlord,  Mother  Earth,  in  the  shape  of  his  own 
precious  self,  with  hide  and  hair.  But  let  us  go  no 
farther,  Brr  !  I  am  freezing.  There  is  nothing  here 
but  death !" 

"  Do  you  call  that  death,  uncle  ?"  suddenly  cried 
Elizabeth,  who  had  until  now  been  oppressed  and  silent. 
She  pointed  to  agate  half-concealed  by  an  intervening 
column.  There,  behind  a  green,  grated  gate,  sunlit 
green  was  shining,  and  young  wild  roses  pressed  their 
blossoms  against  the  iron  rods. 

With  a  bound  Elizabeth  reached  the  gate,  which  she 
pushed  open.  The  space  before  which  she  stood  was 
comparatively  large  and  may  formerly  have  served  as 
a  garden,  though  the  green  wilderness  could  not  pos- 
sibly be  called  so  now,  for  not  one  foot  of  pathway  was 
to  be  discovered,  and  only  here  and  there  did  a  dam- 
aged head  of  a  statue  emerge  from  the  tangle  of  under- 
brush and  weeds.  Wild  grapes  clambered  in  thick 
bunches  to  the  top-story  of  the  building,  clinging 
tightly  to  the  windowsills,  and  falling  from  these 
again,  like  green  rain,  upon  the  blossoming  wild  roses 
and  elders  below.  There  was  a  great  humming  and 
chirping  upon  this  isolated,  blossoming  spot  of  earth, 
as  though  the  spring  had  assembled  his  whole  winged 
reserve  here.  Countless  butterflies  fluttered  in  the  air, 
and  over  the  huge  fern-leaves  at  Elizabeth's  feet  golden 
beetles  ran  busily  about.  Several  fruit  trees  and  some 
fine  lindens  raised  their  crowns  above  the  blossoms, 
and  upon  a  slight  elevation  stood  the  remnants  of  a 
pavilion. 

The  garden  was  surrounded  upon  three  sides   by 
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two-story  buildings,  and  the  fourth  side  was  formed 
by  a  wall,  over  the  top  of  which  the  forest  trees  looked 
down.     Here,  too,  all  the  buildings  showed  evidence 
of  decay,  comparatively  strong    without  and  utterly 
ruinous  within.   A  one-storied  connecting  link  between 
two  high  wings  was  conspicuous  by  reason  of  its  dark- 
ness.    It  was  not  to  be  seen  through,  like  the  other 
roofless  and  doorless  building.     The   flat  roof,  with 
heavy  stone  copings  at  both  sides,  as  well  as  the  gray 
window-shutters   that   were   visible   here   and    there 
through  the  tangle  of  climbing  plants,  must  have  defied 
wind  and  weather.   The  forester  thought,  after  careful 
scrutiny,  that  this  must  be  Sabine's  famous  connecting 
building.     Perhaps  it  might  not  have  been  so  utterly 
ruined  within  as  the  rest  of  the  castle.     But  he  did  not 
see  how  the  swallow's  nest,  as  he  called  it,  was  to  be 
reached.     There  were,  indeed,  neither  doors  nor  stairs 
to  be  seen,  by  reason  of  the  thick  underbrush.   It  was 
therefore  decided  to  risk  the  ascent  of  a  time-worn 
stone  stair  that  seemed  comparatively  solid  and  led  to 
one  of  the  side  wings,  and  hence  to  pursue  the  voyage 
of  discovery  farther.     In  this  the  party  succeeded  by 
constantly   clinging   to   the   stone   wall.     First  they 
found  a  large  apartment  which  revealed  the  blue  sky 
above,  and   some  green   shrubbery  at  the  top  of  its 
walls,  high  overhead,  as  its  only   decoration.     Crum- 
bling rafters,  worm-eaten  joists,  scraps  of  fallen  roof, 
with  remnants  of  decoration,  formed  a  gray  mixture 
over  which  the  explorers  were  obliged  to  climb  as  best 
they  could.     Then  came  a  suite  of  rooms  in  the  same 
desolate  condition.      Tattered   family-portraits  hung 
upon  the  walls,  showing  an  uncanny  blending  of  the 
dreadful  and  the  comical — one  eye,  a  pair  of  clasped 
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hands  or  an  armor-clad  foot.  At  last  they  reached  the 
end  of  the  suite,  and  found  themselves  in  front  of  a 
high  doorway  Availed  up  with  bricks. 

"  Aha  !"  said  Ferber,  "  here  the  attempt  has  been 
made  to  shut  this  middle  building  off  from  the  general 
destruction.  I  think,  before  we  continue  our  break- 
neck investigations,  it  would  be  best  to  take  out  these 
bricks." 

The  proposition  met  with  approval,  and  the  stone- 
mason went  to  work.  He  penetrated  into  a  deep  niche, 
and  announced  that  the  walls  were  double  ones. 
Both  the  Ferber  brothers  helped  bravely,  and  in  a  few 
moments  a  mighty  oaken  door  appeared  behind  the 
rapidly  vanishing  masonry.  The  door  was  not  bolted, 
and  yielded  at  once  to  pressure.  They  entered  a 
perfectly  dark,  musty  room.  A  single  slender  ray  of 
sunshine,  finding  its  way  through  a  crack,  showed  the 
location  of  the  window.  The  window,  undisturbed  so 
long,  bravely  resisted  the  forester's  assaults,  as  did  also 
the  shutter,  held  in  place  by  two  strong  branches  of  a 
tree  outside.  In  the  course  of  time,  however,  it  gave 
way  with  a  sudden  creak,  and  the  green-gold  forest- 
sunshine  poured  in  through  a  high-arched  window, 
illuminating  a  long,  narrow  room,  whose  windows  were 
hung  with  gobelins.  The  four  corners  of  the  ceiling 
presented  the  arms  of  the  Gnadewitz  family,  clearly 
painted  and  well  preserved.  To  the  amazement  of  all, 
the  apartment  was  thoroughly  furnished  as  a  bedroom. 
Two  canopied  beds,  with  time-stained  hangings,  stand- 
ing against  the  two  long  walls,  were  made  up  ready 
for  use.  The  pillows  and  mattresses  were  covered 
with  fine  white  linen  cases  and  sheets,  and  the  quilted 
silken  coverlets  seemed  to  have  lost  nothing  of  their 
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color  and  texture.  Everything  appertaining  to  the 
comfort  of  aristocratic  occupants  was  at  hand,  in 
perfectly  good  preservation,  though  buried  under  a 
mound  of  dust.  Adjoining  this  room  was  a  second 
one,  much  larger,  and  lighted  by  two  windows.  This, 
loo,  was  furnished,  though  after  an  old-fashioned 
pattern,  and  with  furniture  evidently  collected  hither 
and  yon.  An  antique  writing-desk,  with  artistically 
inlaid  top  and  strangely  twisted  clawed  feet,  harmon- 
ized ill  enough  with  the  more  modern  form  of  the  red- 
covered  sofa,  and  the  gold  frames,  in  which  some  not 
ill-painted  hunting-pieces  hung  upon  the  walls,  had  no 
connection  whatever  with  the  silver  rim  of  the  great 
mirror.  But,  be  that  as  it  might,  nothing  was  wanting 
which  could  add  to  the  comfort  of  the  room.  There 
was  even  a  large  though  somewhat  faded  carpet  on 
the  floor,  and  beneath  the  mirror  stood  a  large  antique 
clock.  Then  came  a  small  room,  also  furnished, 
whence  a  door  led  to  the  anteroom  and  staircase. 
Beyond  the  rooms  lay  three  others  of  equal  size,  with 
windows  looking  into  the  garden,  one  room  containing 
pine  furniture  and  two  beds,  evidently  intended  for  the 
servants. 

"  Well  done,"  cried  the  forester,  laughing  with 
delight.  "  Here  is  treasure-trove  such  as  our  modest 
souls  never  dreamed  of.  Ha,  if  Gnadewitz,  of  blessed 
memory,  knew  this  he  would  turn  in  his  grave.  These 
are  all  things  that  we  owe  to  the  faithless  souls  of  the 
moving  women,  or  the  senile  forgetfulness  of  a  major- 
domo.'  ' 

"But  are  we  free  to  keep  them?"  inquired  Frau 
Ferber  and  Elizabeth  in  a  breath,  both  having  been 
transfixed  with  joy  and  surprise. 
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"  Yes,  indeed,  dear  wife,"  answered  Ferber  reassur- 
ingly. "  Thine  uncle  bequeathed  thee  the  castle  and 
all  that  is  in  it." 

"  And  it's  little  enough,"  grumbled  the  forester. 

"  But  in  comparison  with  our  expectations  a  perfect 
mine  of  treasure,"  said  Frau  Ferber,  opening  a  pretty 
glass-cupboard  that  contained  various  pieces  of  porce- 
lain. "  And  if  my  uncle  had  bestowed  upon  me  a  rich 
bequest  in  the  days  when  I  was  hopeful  and  made 
large  claims  upon  life,  it  would  certainly  have  made 
no  greater  impression  upon  me  than  this  unhoped-for 
discoverv  that  removes  our  burden  of  care  at  the 
present  moment." 

Meanwhile,  Elizabeth  was  leaning  out  of  the  window 
of  the  room  first  entered,  trying  to  part  the  twigs 
which  completely  barricaded  the  windows  along  the 
front  and  admitted  only  a  faint,  green  twilight  to  the 
rooms.  "  That's  a  pity,"  she  said,  recognizing  the 
hopelessness  of  her  endeavor.  "I  should  so  much 
have  enjoyed  a  peep  into  the  woods." 

"  Do  you  think  I  shall  have  you  ensconced  behind 
this  green  screen  that  shuts  out  the  breeze  ?"  asked 
the  forester.  ''  That  can  all  be  remedied  to-dav, 
depend  upon  it,  little  Elsie." 

They  descended  the  stairway.  This,  too,  was  in 
good  order,  and  led  to  a  great  hall,  in  the  middle  of 
which  stood  a  table  surrounded  by  long-legged  chairs. 
The  floor  was  of  red  brick,  but  walls  and  ceiling  re- 
vealed artistic  wood-carvings.  This  large  room  had 
two  doors  and  four  windows.  One  of  the  doors  led 
into  the  garden  and  the  other,  which  opened  with 
difficulty,  into  a  small,  free  space  between  the  building 
and  the  outer  wall.  Here  the  syringas  and  hazel  bushes 
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had  spread  with  unusual  luxuriance,  but  the  three 
men  of  the  party  succeeded,  nevertheless,  in  forcing  a 
passage,  and  three  steps  brought  them  to  a  small 
portal  in  the  wall,  where  the  forest  underbrush  began. 

"  Now,"  said  Ferber,  rejoicing,  "the  last  difficulty 
vanishes  here.  This  entrance  is  worth  much,  for  now 
we  need  not  go  through  the  courts,  which  would  have 
been  troublesome  and  dangerous." 

They  retraced  theix  steps  through  the  dwelling,  dis- 
cussing its  future  arrangements,  and  engaged  the 
mason  for  the  following  day  to  arrange  one  of  the 
back  rooms  for  use  as  a  kitchen.  Then,  having 
thoroughly  bolted  the  oaken  door  that  led  toward  the 
large  wing,  they  began  their  homeward  journey,  an 
undertaking  rendered  difficult  for  the  moment  by  the 
thick  underbrush,  but  much  to  be  preferred  to  the 
former  breakneck  route. 

As  the  returning  explorers  entered  the  lodge-garden, 
Sabine  came,  expectantly,  to  meet  them,  with  little 
Ernst,  whom  the  forester  had  confided  to  her  keeping. 
She  had  served  afternoon  coffee  upon  a  white-covered 
table  among  the  shrubbery  and  arranged  the  shady 
spot  in  a  most  comfortable  manner,  and  now  she 
wished  to  know  how  they  had  found  things  at  the 
castle,  and  clapped  her  hands  with  joyful  surprise 
at  the  report. 

"  Ah,  gracious  powers  !"  she  exclaimed.  "  Does  the 
Herr  Forester  see  now  that  I  was  right?  .  .  .  Yes,  yes, 
the  things  have  been  forgotten,  and  small  wonder. 
When  young  Baron  von  Gnadewitz  was  buried,  the 
old  baron  traveled  head-over-heels  away,  and  took  all 
the  servants  with  him.  Only  the  old  steward,  Stilber, 
remained,  but  he  was  weak  in  his  head,  and  there  was 
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an  immense  quantity  of  things  down  in  the  new  castle, 
so  that  he  had  enough  to  do  to  see  that  nothing  was 
slipped  away  from  him,  and  he  left  things  standing  up 
there  at  last  and  no  human  soul  knew  a  word  about  it. 
Good  heavens,  I  have  had  my  hands  upon  every  piece 
of  it,  and  dusted  and  cleaned  it  often  enough.  .  .  .  And 
I  was  always  anxious  about  the  clock,  for  it  plays  a 
melancholy  air  before  it  strikes,  and  that  sounded  so 
ill-omened  through  the  rooms  where  I  had  to  be  roam- 
ing about  all  alone  by  myself.  Yes,  I  was  young  then. 
Where  is  the  time  gone  since  ?" 

Now  came  a  cozy  hour  of  rest  and  planning  while 
they  drank  the  coffee.  Elizabeth  thought  nothing 
more  delightful  could  be  imagined  than  to  wake  up  at 
the  castle  Whitsuntide  morning,  when  the  church- 
bells  of  the  neighboring  villages  were  ringing,  a  view 
which  Frau  Ferber  shared.  It  was  therefore  decided 
to  begin  the  work  of  renovation  with  full  vigor  on  the 
morrow,  and  to  move  into  the  new  home  on  Whitsun 
eve.  The  forester  placed  all  his  people  at  his  brother's 
disposal. 

Sabine  had  taken  her  place  near  the  company,  upon 
a  grassy  bank,  to  be  at  hand  if  anything  should  be 
required.  Not  to  be  idle,  she  had  pulled  up  a  couple 
of  handfuls  of  young  beets  and  was  busily  scraping 
them.  Elizabeth  seated  herself  beside  her.  The  old 
woman  cast  a  roguish  glance  at  the  slender  young 
hands,  with  their  dainty  white  fingers,  appearing 
beside  her  own  brown  horny  ones  and  taking  some 
beets  from  her  lap. 

"  No,  no,"  she  said  warningly,  "  that  is  no  work  for 
you — you'll  be  having  yellow  fingers." 

"  That  is  nothing,"  laughed  Elizabeth.     "  I'll  help 
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you,  and  you  tell  me  a  little  about  the  neighborhood 
here ;  you  must  know  the  history  of  the  old  castle." 

"Of  course  I  do,"  replied  the  old  housekeeper. 
"  Lindhof,  where  I  was  born,  belonged  to  the  Barons 
von  Gnadewitz  since  the  memory  of  man,  and  see,  in 
such  a  little  place  everything  turns  upon  the  master's 
family.  Nothing  of  note  is  forgotten  that  happens  in 
the  castle ;  that  is  handed  down  from  father  to  son, 
and  when  the  great  people  have  long  forgotten  their 
last  toothache  in  the  cool  of  the  grave,  the  lads  and 
lasses  in  the  village  still  hand  down  their  history. 

"  There  was  my  blessed  great-grandmother,  that  I 
remember  very  well.  She  could  tell  tales  that  made 
your  hair  stand  on  end.  But  she  had  a  great  fear  of 
the  people  at  Gnadeck,  and  bent  me  over,  with  her 
two  trembling  hands,  clear  to  the  floor  whenever  the 
great  people  drove  by,  for  I  was  a  little  thing  then,  and 
could  not  make  a  proper  courtesy.  .  .  .  She  knew  the 
names  of  all  the  Gnadewitzes,  far  back  to  the  earliest 
times,  just  as  they  lived  up  there,  and  many  a  thing 
that  had  happened  contrary  to  the  will  of  God  and 
the  law. 

"  When  she  came  down  to  the  new  castle  later,  and 
had  to  sweep  the  great  halls  where  all  the  portraits 
hung,  of  people  from  whose  dust,  perhaps,  not  two 
grains  remain,  I  often  stood  by  her  side  and  wondered 
why  they  did  not  all  look  different  from  other  children 
of  men,  and  yet  made  so  much  of  themselves,  as  if  the 
dear  God,  in  his  own  person,  had  brought  them  down 
to  earth.  .  .  .  There  was  not  much  beauty  to  be  seen 
among  the  women.  I  was  always  of  the  opinion,  in 
my  own  stupid  mind,  that  if  pretty  Lies'chen,  the 
prettiest  and  daintiest  maid  in  the  village,  had  mounted 
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into  the  gold  frames,  in  a  silk  train,  and  with  so 
many  jewels  upon  her  breast  and  in  her  hair,  and  the 
Moor  with  the  silver  tray  had  stood  behind  her  snow- 
white  face,  as  he  did  in  the  picture  of  the  noble 
woman,  she  would  have  been  a  thousand  times  more 
beautiful  than  the  lady  that  was  really  bitterly  ugly, 
and  had  two  straight  black  lines  above  her  eyes,  that 
she  drew  up  to  her  hair  with  sheer  insolence.  But  she 
was  just  the  one  that  the  whole  family  was  proud  of. 
She  was  said  to  have  been  a  haughty,  rich  countess, 
but  hard  and  unfeeling  as  a  stone. 

"  Among  the  men  there  was  but  one  that  I  liked  to 
look  at.  He  had  a  dear,  true-hearted  face  and  a  pair 
of  eyes  black  as  sloes.  And  it  was  true  of  him,  that 
the  best  suffer  most  in  the  world.  As  far  as  any  one 
knows,  all  the  rest  of  the  whole  long  line  flourished 
and  throve.  Many  of  them  brought  misfortune  enough 
in  the  world,  and  laid  themselves  down  on  their  death- 
beds none  the  less  as  quietly  as  if  everything  had  been 
according  to  the  letter  of  the  law.  ...  To  come 
back  to  Jost  von  Gnadewitz,  he  met  a  right  sorry  fate. 
My  great-grandmother's  grandmother  knew  him  when 
she  was  a  little  child.  They  called  him  the  wild 
huntsman  in  those  days,  because  he  never  came  out  of 
the  woods  the  whole  day  long.  He  was  painted  in  a 
green  hunting-jacket,  too,  with  a  long  white  feather  in 
his  hat,  that  I  always  admired  so  greatly  against  his 
curly  black  hair.  But  he  was  good,  and  never  would 
have  harmed  a  child.  The  people  in  the  village 
prospered  in  his  day,  and  wished  it  might  last  forever. 

"  But  once  he  was  absent  for  a  time ;  no  one  knew 
where  he  was  until,  at  last,  he  returned  one  night,  no 
one  knew  whence  or  wherefore.    .    .    .    But   from 
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that  time  on  lie  was  like  one  transformed.  He  took 
none  of  their  privileges  from  the  Lindhof  people,  it's 
true,  but  they  never  saw  their  master  again.  He  sent 
all  the  servants  away,  and  lived  all  alone  by  himself 
in  the  old  castle  with  his  favorite  valet. 

"  At  last  the  people  grew  suspicious  of  his  practicing 
the  black  art  up  there,  and  no  living  being  ventured 
up  the  mountain  in  bright  daylight,  to  ,say  nothing  of 
the  night.  .  .  .  But  the  old  great-grandmother 
was  a  daring  thing  in  her  youth,  and  let  her  goats 
pasture  close  to  the  castle  wall.  One  day  she  was 
sitting  quietly  thinking  under  a  tree  looking  toward 
the  wall,  wondering  how  high  it  might  be  and  what 
was  behind  it,  and  all  at  once  there  comes  a  snow- 
white  arm  over  it,  and  then  a  face — my  grandmother's 
great-grandmother  said  it  was  more  beautiful  than  the 
sun,  moon  and  stars — and  at  last  with  a  leap,  there 
stood  a  young  girl  up  there,  stretching  her  arms  in  the 
air  and  calling  something  the  goat  girl  could  not 
understand,  and  in  another  moment  she  would  have 
sprung  into  the  water  that  stood  in  the  moat  around 
the  castle  in  those  days.  .  .  .  But,  all  at  once, 
there  was  Jost  behind  her,  grasped  her,  struggled  with 
her,  besought  and  entreated  her  till  it  must  have 
moved  a  heart  of  stone,  and  his  coal-black  hair  stood 
straight  up  on  his  head  for  anxiety  and  terror.  Then 
he  seized  her  in  his  arms  and  carried  her  off  like  a 
child  away  from  the  wall.  But  the  girl's  veil  fell  from 
her  head  and  floated  down  to  the  goat-girl,  my 
ancestor,  and  she  carried  it  home  to  her  father  with 
great  joy.  But  he  was  terrified,  and  threw  it  straight 
into  the  fire  for  devil's  spook,  and  he  never  let  the  girl 
go  up  the  mountain  again. 


44  GOLD  ELSIE. 

"  Later — it  must  have  been  a  full  year  that  Jost  lived 
so  quietly  up  at  the  castle — down  the  mountain  he 
comes  on  horseback.  But  no  one  would  have  known 
him,  so  altered  was  his  face.  And  it  looked  all  the 
whiter  for  his  being  dressed  in  coal-black  clothing. 
He  rode  slowly,  and  nodded  sorrowfully  to  every  one 
he  met.  He  rode  away,  and  never  came  back.  .  .  . 
He  was  killed  in  battle,  and  his  old  servant,  too,  that 
was  with  him.     It  was  in  the  Thirty  Years'  "War." 

"  And  the  beautiful  girl  ?"  asked  Elizabeth. 

"Nothing  more  was  ever  seen  or  heard  of  her. 
Jost  deposited  a  large  sealed  package  at  the  Rathhaus, 

in  L ,  and  said  it  was  his  will,  to  be  opened  when 

the  news  of  his  death  came.     But  there  was  a  great 

iire  in  L ,  and  many  houses,  the  churches,  and  even 

the  Rathhaus  were  burned  to  the  ground  with  every- 
thing that  was  in  them. 

"  They  say  the  pastor  of  Lindhof  Church  was  up  at 
the  castle  with  Jost  several  times  toward  the  last. 
But  the  ecclesiastic  was  still  as  a  mouse ;  and  as  he 
was  old  and  soon  after  had  to  bestow  his  parting 
blessing  upon  all  things  earthly,  he  carried  to  his  grave 
whatever  he  learned  up  at  the  castle.  So  nobody 
knows  the  story  of  the  strange  maiden,  and  it  will 
probably  be  a  secret  until  the  last  day." 

"  Now,  do  not  be  bashful,  Sabine !"  cried  the  for- 
ester, across,  emptying  his  pipe.  "  It  is  better  for  Elsie 
to  accustom  herself  at  once  to  the  shivery  endings  of 
your  stories.  Tell  her,  for  you  know  it  perfectly  well, 
that  one  fine  day  the  pretty  girl  flew  up  the  chimney 
on  a  broom." 

"  No,  that  I  do  not  believe,  master,  though  I " 

"  I    swear    there    are    swarms    of     them  in    the 
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neighborhood  ready  for  burning  at  the  stake  any  day," 
interrupted  the  forester.  "  Yes,  yes,"  turning  to  the 
others,  "  Sabine  is  of  the  old  Thuringian  stock.  She's 
not  wanting  in  good  sense  for  the  rest,  and  her  heart 
is  in  the  right  place,  but  when  her  belief  in  witches 
comes  into  play  she  loses  both,  and  is  ready  to  send 
any  poor  old  woman  away  from  the  door  without  giv- 
ing her  a  piece  of  bread,  for  having  red  eyes." 

"  No,  it's  not  so  bad  as  all  that,  master,"  replied  the 
old  woman,  wounded.  "  I  give  her  food,  but  I  fold 
my  thumb  over  my  palm,  and  answer  neither  yea  nor 
nay,  and  no  one  can  think  ill  of  me  for  that !" 

They  all  laughed  at  this  preventive  of  witchery, 
which  was  evidently  meant  very  seriously.  But  the 
housekeeper  threw  the  parings  out  of  her  apron  and 
rose  up  to  prepare  the  supper  for  the  family,  who 
were  to  have  it  earlier  than  usual,  because  there  was 
much  to  be  done  at  the  castle  before  nightfall. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

When  Elizabeth  opened  her  eyes  the  next  morning 
the  great  clock  down  in  the  corner  room  was  striking 
eight  and  convinced  her,  to  her  alarm  and  vexation, 
that  she  had  overslept.  Nothing  else  was  to  blame 
for  this  than  a  deep,  ugly  morning  dream.  The 
golden,  poetic  haze  which  her  fancy  had  yesterday 
thrown  over  Sabine's  tale  had  turned  over  night  into 
a  dark  cloud,  the  pressure  of  which  weighed  upon  her 
when  she  awoke.  She  had  wandered  in  mortal  terror 
through  the  broad,  deserted  halls  of  the  castle,  fol- 
lowed everywhere  by  Jost,  whose  black  hair  stood 
erect  upon  his  white  brow  and  whose  black  eyes 
gleamed  upon  her.  When  she  awoke  she  had  just 
stretched  out  her  arms  in  wild  terror  to  push  him  from 
her.  .  .  .  Her  heart  was  still  thumping,  and  she 
thought  with  commiserr.  tion  of  the  unfortunate  girl 
on  the  wall,  who,  perhaps,  pursued  like  herself,  had 
sought  death  in  her  despair,  only  to  be  seized  at  the 
fatal  moment  by  her  pursuer. 

She  sprang  up  and  cooled  on0  her  heated  face  in 
fresh  water ;  then  she  opened  the  window  and  looked 
down  into  the  courtyard.  There  sat  Sabine  under  a 
fruit  tree  busily  churning.  The  whole  population  of 
the  poultry-yard  had  assembled  before  her,  for  she 
now  and  then  threw  them  crumbs  of  the  bread  that 
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lay  beside  her,  scolding  the  greedy  and  comforting  the 
oppressed  as  she  did  so. 

When  she  saw  the  young  girl  she  gave  her  a  friendly 
nod  and  called  out :  "  Everything  at  the  lodge  that 
has  hands  and  feet  has  been  at  work  since  six  o'clock 
at  the  castle."  To  Elizabeth's  reproaches  for  not 
awakening  her,  she  replied  that  this  was  the  wish  of 
her  mamma,  because  in  the  last  few  weeks  her  little 
daughter  had  exerted  herself  far  beyond  her  strength. 

Sabine's  good,  peaceful  face,  and  the  fresh  morning 
air  calmed  Elizabeth's  nerves  in  a  moment,  and  brought 
her  back  to  the  reality  which  just  now  was  so  bright 
and  rosy.  She  scolded  herself  roundly  for  having 
remained  until  midnight,  contrary  to  her  uncle's 
fatherly  advice,  leaning  out  of  the  window  to  look  at 
the  moonlit  meadow  and  the  silent  forest.  But  com- 
mon-sense often  plays  a  sorry  part  as  against  an  active 
imagination.  In  the  midst  of  the  investigation  plaintiff 
and  witnesses  often  vanish  away,  the  judge  is  left  alone 
upon  the  bench,  and  must  even  consent  to  be  poked 
away  behind  the  coulisses,  while  the  spectacle  of  fancy 
begins  again  in  the  midst  of  his  pronouncing  sentence. 
Elizabeth's  reflections  gave  way  thus  before  the  picture 
which  unrolled  itself  before  her  inner  eye,  giving  her 
anew  all  the  pleasure  of  the  scene  of  the  night  before. 

When  she  had  dressed,  and  hastily  swallowed  a 
draught  of  new  milk,  she  plodded  up  the  mountain- 
side.  The  sky  was  gray,  but  only  by  reason  of  one  of 
those  high,  thin  layers  of  clouds  which  promise  a 
fresh,  though  not  a  golden,  spring  day. 

The  morning  concert  of  the  birds  therefore  lasted 
somewhat  longer  than  usual,  and  the  dew-drops  rocked 
in  the  flower-chalices  as  leisurely  as  though  their 
existence  were  imperishable. 
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As  Elizabeth  entered  the  wide-open  main  portal  of 
the  castle,  a  huge  green  hill  near  the  fountain  struck 
her  attention."  There  were  thistles,  ferns,  and  black- 
berry bushes  which,  uprooted  from  their  old  familiar 
dwelling-place  in  the  garden,  were  here  giving  up 
their  once  merry  ghosts.  The  way  through  the 
vaulted  door  of  the  second  court  to  the  grated  gate 
was  strewn  with  green  things,  as  though  in  preparation 
for  a  wedding-procession.  And  even  on  the  sill  of  a 
high  window  that  revealed,  in  its  pointed  arch,  a 
superb  perforated  stone  rosette,  with  remnants  of 
stained  glass,  some  sprays  had  attached  themselves, 
laying  their  living  green  lovingly  against  the  stone 
trefoil,  the  holy  emblem  which  proclaimed  unmistak- 
ably that  the  dark,  ruinous  space  within  had  once 
been  the  castle  chapel. 

The  garden,  into  which  no  one  could  have  gone  two 
steps  on  the  preceding  day,  seemed  to  the  young. girl 
perfectly  transformed.  A  considerable  part  of  it  had 
been  cleared,  and  showed  the  remnants  of  tasteful 
arrangement.  Elizabeth  could  walk  along  a  compara- 
tively clean  main  path,  across  which  terrified  squirrels 
scuttled  before  her,  t  the  green  trellised  wall  which 
they  had  discovered  from  a  distance  the  day  before. 
At  both  ends  of  the  wall,  which  proved  to  be  a  mound 
of  earth,  broad  tone  steps  led  upward  to  a  low  para- 
pet, whence  one  could  look  into  the  forest,  and,  where 
the  trees  parted  a  little,  down  into  the  valley  where 
the  lodge  stood  in  the  midst  of  its  meadow,  its  blue- 
gray  slate  roof  covered  with  doves.  At  the  foot 
where  the  path  ended,  there  was  a  small  basin,  into 
which  a  moss-grown  gnome  sent  a  small  stream  of 
crystal-clear  water.     Two  lindens  bent  over  the  noisy 
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fountain,  throwing  their  beneficent  shadow  over  the 
delicate  forget-me-not  that  sprang  in  great  luxuriance 
from  the  moist  soil,  and  framed  the  basin  in  a  dark- 
blue  rim. 

Opposite  these  earthworks  stretched  the  connecting 
building.  It  looked  so  bright  and  hospitable  to-day, 
with  its  open  shutters  and  the  great  open  portals  of 
the  ground  floor,  that  Elizabeth  joyfully  abandoned 
herself  to  the  satisfaction  of  being  in  her  own  home. 
She  surveyed  the  garden,  and  remembered  her  child- 
hood and  those  moments  of  unconquerable  longing  in 
which  she  had  lingered  behind  her  parents  in  their 
walks  to  press  her  face  against  some  grating  and  look 
into  a  strange  garden.  There  happy  children  were 
tumbling  about  the  grass,  were  permitted  to  take  the 
opening  rosebuds  into  their  little  hands  and  refresh 
themselves  with  the  perfume  as  they  pleased.  And 
how  she  had  longed  to  bend  her  short  back  beneath  a 
heavy  spray  of  the  tallest  bush  and  sit  in  the  green  as 
grown  people  sit  among  the  shrubbery.  In  those  days 
she  got  no  further  than  wishing  and  longing.  Never 
did  the  closed  doors  open  to  the  child  with  the  plead- 
ing eyes,  that  would  have  laughed  in  sweet  content- 
ment if  some  one  had  but  given  her  a  bunch  of  blos- 
soms through  the  grating. 

While  Elizabeth  was  standing  beside  the  wall  the 
forester  appeared  at  an  upper  window  of  the  connect- 
ing building.  Seeing  the  young  girl,  her  slender  figure 
resting  against  the  parapet,  her  dainty  head  half- 
turned  toward  the  garden,  musingly  looking  straight 
before  her,  an  unmistakable  expression  of  satisfaction 
and  quiet  joy  spread  over  his  face. 

Elsie  saw  her  uncle,  nodded  merrily  to  him  and 
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ran  down  the  steps  toward  the  house.  Little  Ernst 
bounded  toward  her  from  the  great  hall,  and  she 
laughingly  seized  him  in  her  arms. 

According  to  his  enthusiastic  descriptions  the  small 
boy  had  already  accomplished  wonders.  He  had  car- 
ried bricks  for  the  mason  who  built  the  oven,  had 
been  employed  by  mamma  in  beating  the  beds,  and 
thought,  with  great  pride,  that  the  ladies  and  gentle- 
men on  the  woolen  hangings  were  much  handsomer 
and  more  friendly  to  look  upon  than  before  he  had 
brushed  their  dusty  faces.  He  threw  his  arms  around 
his  sister's  neck  in  delight  as  she  carried  him  up  the 
stairs,  and  did  not  pause  in  his  assurances  that  it  is 
much  pleasanter  and  prettier  here  than  in  B . 

The  forester  received  Elizabeth  in  the  anteroom. 
He  scarcely  gave  her  time  to  greet  her  parents,  and 
led  her,  without  a  word,  into  the  room  with  the  gobe- 
lins. "What  a  change !  The  green  barricade  had  van- 
ished from  the  windows ;  beyond  the  outer  wall  the 
woods  retreated  at  each  side  like  side-scenes,  affording 
a  full  view  into  the  valley  that  seemed  to  Elizabeth  a 
piece  of  paradise. 

"  That  is  Lindhof,"  said  the  forester,  pointing  to  an 
immense  building,  in  the  Italian  style,  that  rose  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain  on  which  Gnadeck  stood. 

"  I  have  something  here  that  will  bring  every  tree 
on  yonder  mountain  and  every  blade  of  grass  in  my 
meadow  within  your  range  of  vision,"  he  continued, 
holding  a  powerful  spy-glass  before  the  young  girl's 
eyes. 

The  great,  somber  mountain-tops  seemed  to  draw 
near,  whose  granite  peaks  cleft  the  forest  here  and 
there,  and  from  whose  extreme  highest  point  a  solitary 
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fir  pointed  heavenward.  Behind  these  nearest  moun- 
tains countless  wood-clad  ridges  ranged  themselves  in 
the  blue  distance  ;  and  in  a  remote,  dusky  valley,  that 
separated  two  hills  like  a  cleft,  arose  two  slender 
Gothic  towers,  pale  and  misty.  A  small  stream,  a 
highway  fringed  with  poplars,  and  several  picturesque 
villages,  completed  the  background  and  enlivened  it. 
In  the  foreground  lay  Castle  Lindhof,  surrounded  by 
parks  kept  in  the  most  superb  fashion.  Below  the 
windows  of  the  castle  stretched  a  broad,  closely  shorn 
meadow,  upon  which  small,  queerly  formed  beds  of 
blazing  tulips  were  scattered.  Elizabeth's  glance 
wandered  beyond  them,  resting  refreshed  upon  the 
suggestive  shade  of  an  allee  of  superb  lindens,  with 
vaulted  crowns  far  above  their  mighty  trunks,  while 
single  heavy  branches  drooped  their  broad  leaves  free 
of  all  restraint  upon  the  gravel  below.  Now  and  then 
a  swan  stretched  his  white  neck  curiously  into  the 
shade  of  the  allee,  his  wings  sending  a  shower  of  glis- 
tening drops  to  the  ancient  trunks,  at  whose  feet  a 
small  clear  lake  nestled.  For  the  moment  it  looked 
rather  melancholy,  in  its  flower-clad  brim,  for  a  cloudy 
heaven  was  mirrored  in  its  surface. 

Having  moved  the  spy-glass  restlessly  from  one 
object  to  another,  Elizabeth  now  sought  a  resting-place 
for  it,  having  made  a  discovery  wThich  chained  her 
attention.  Beneath  the  last  tree  in  the  allee  stood  a 
couch,  and  upon  it  there  lay  a  young  lady.  She  had 
leaned  her  charming  head  back  so  that  a  part  of  her 
heavy,  chestnut  curls  fell  over  the  pillows.  Below  the 
hem  of  a  long  white  dress,  which  draped  her  whole 
figure,  two  small  feet,  clad  in  gilt-morocco  slippers, 
peeped  out.     She  held  between  her  slender,almosttrans- 
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parent  fingers  a  bunch  of  blossoms  which  she  twirled 
unthinkingly  backward  and  forward.  On  her  thin 
lips  there  was  a  trace  of  red ;  otherwise  her  face  was 
lily  white,  and  one  might  have  been  tempted  to  doubt 
its  possessing  the  warmth  of  life,  if  the  blue  eyes  had 
not  glowed  with  wondrous  expression. 

These  eyes  and  this  expression  were  directed  toward 
a  man  who,  sitting  opposite,  seemed  to  be  reading 
aloud  to  her.  Elizabeth  could  not  see  his  face,  for  his 
back  was  turned  toward  her.  He  was  young,  tall  and 
slender,  and  had  luxuriant  blond  hair. 

"  Is  the  charming  lady  down  there  Baroness  Lessen  ?" 
asked  Elizabeth  excitedly. 

The  forester  took  the  spy-glass.  "  No,"  he  replied, 
"  it  is  Fraulein  von  Walde,  the  sister  of  the  proprietor 
of  Lindhof.  You  call  her  charming,  and  her  head  is 
so ;  but  her  body  is  crippled.  She  walks  upon 
crutches." 

At  that  moment  Frau  Ferber  joined  them.  She,  too, 
looked  through  the  glass,  and  thought  the  young 
lady's  face  wonderfully  lovely.  She  emphasized  espe- 
cially the  expression  of  kindness  of  heart  which  illu- 
mined the  features. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  forester ;  "  kind  and  benevolent  she 
is,  they  say.  When  she  first  came  the  whole  region 
resounded  with  her  praises  ;  but  in  that  respect,  too,  a 
new  leaf  has  been  turned  over  since  Baroness  Lessen 
has  been  in  command.  No  alms  reach  the  poor  which 
have  not  first  been  weighed  in  the  scales  of  hypocrisy. 
Woe  to  the  poor  petitioner  !  He  gets  not  a  Pfennig, 
and  sharp  words  into  the  bargain,  if  it  turns  out  that 
he  prefers  hearing  the  pastor  in  Lindhof  to  the  baron- 
ess' family-tutor  at  the  castle  chapel,  where  fire  and 


GOLD  ELSIE.  53 

brimstone  are  discharged  upon  the  heads  of  the  god- 
less every  Sunday. 

"  Such  obligatory  measures  are  a  very  poor  means 
of  awakening  a  Christian  disposition  among  the 
people,"  said  Frau  Ferber. 

"  They  kill  it  entirely,  and  cultivate  hypocrisy,  I 
say,"  shouted  the  forester,  "  for  the  very  reason  that 
they  give  the  example.  These  people  read  in  the  Bible 
about  Christian  humility,  and  grow  more  supercilious 
and  arrogant  every  day.  They  pretend  their  high- 
born bodies  are  made  of  altogether  different  clay  from 
that  of  their  lowlier  brothers  in  Christ.  '  When  thou 
givest  alms  let  not  thy  left  hand  know  what  thy  right 
hand  doeth ;'  so  it  is  written,  but  no  hen  clucks  louder 
over  a  new-laid  egg  than  these  people  over  their  phi- 
lanthropy. There  are  collections,  lotteries  for  the 
benefit  of  the  poor,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  when 
the  whole  neighborhood  is  subjected  to  constant  extor- 
tions. But  when  it  is  proposed  to  take  where  there's 
most  to  take  from — their  own  purses — the  joke  ceases, 
as  the  peasants  say.  I  know  people  who  have  been 
twenty  years  saving  the  gifts  of  others  to  found  an 
almshouse  with,  and  have  an  annual  income  of  about 
six  thousand  thalers  themselves.  To  demand  that  they 
should  cut  off  a  trifle  of  this  beggarly  pittance  for  their 
own  praiseworthy  project  would  not  do  at  all.  They 
get  the  halo  of  Christian  sacrifice  and  devotion  much 
more  cheaply.  Heavens  !  how  indignant  it  does-make 
me,  when  people  carry  their  piety  around  on  a  tray  in 
that  fashion.  Down  in  the  castle  the  bell  rings  so 
many  times  a  day.  Then  the  people  in  the  neighbor- 
hood say,  for  the  bell  is  heard  far  and  wide  :  '  How  the 
dwellers  at  the  castle  are  praying  !'     The  small  room 
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in  which,  according  to  God's  command,  they  ought  to 
pray  to  him  is  too  little  for  their  taste.  But  it  is  not 
only  this  trumpet-blowing  that  incenses  me ;  it's 
regularly  blasphemous  to  be  dragging  what  is  holiest 
into  everybody's  daily  business.  Now  I  ask  you 
whether  the  girl  who  has  just  taken  a  hot  iron  from  the 
stove,  or  the  cook  who  has  a  difficult  roast  on  the  spit, 
can  rejoice  at  hearing  the  bell  begin  to  ring  ?" 

"  I  confess  I  have  my  doubts  as  to  the  quality  of  the 
worship,"  said  Frau  Ferber,  with  a  smile. 

"  Or  can  her  ladyship  herself  take  such  a  leap  out 
of  the  mundane  into  the  celestial  if  she  is  in  the  middle 
of  an  exciting  novel,  or  has  her  head  filled  with  the 
last  new  court  intrigue  ?  For  these  things  are  all  rec- 
oncilable with  the  utmost  piety.  Yes,  yes  ;  there  do 
these  worthy  people  run  full-tilt,  unwashed  and  un- 
purified,  into  the  kingdom  of  God,  and  think  how 
pleased  He  must  be  that  they  do  Him  the  honor." 

"  Is  Baron  von  Walde  satisfied  with  Baroness  Les- 
son's reforms  ?"  asked  Frau  Ferber. 

"  According  to  all  that  I  hear  of  him  in  this  connec- 
tion probably  not.  But  what  does  that  help  matters  ? 
He  may  be  climbing  over  the  pyramids  to  get  some 
new  light  on  antiquity.  That  his  worthy  cousin  is  busy 
blowing  out  the  objectionable  light  of  the  present  with 
all  the  Christian  fervor  at  her  command  he  cannot 
know.     Besides,  he  may  have  his  own  cracked  notions. 

The  Prince  of  L ,  who  is  his  very  near  relation,  is 

said  to  have  most  eagerly  desired  a  marriage  years  ago 
between  von  Walde  and  a  young  lady  at  court.  But 
they  say  he  declined  because  she  had  not  the  requisite 
number  of  ancestors." 

"  Then  it  may  very  well  happen  that  he  will  some 
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day  establish  a  fair  daughter  of  a  fellah  who  finds 
her  ancestors  among  the  mummies  of  Memphis  as 
mistress  of  Lindhof,"  said  Elizabeth,  laughing. 

"I  do  not  think  he  will  marry  now,"  responded  the 
forester ;  "  he  is  no  longer  young,  is  devoted  to  his 
roaming  life,  and  is  said  never  to  have  cared  much  for 
women.  I  will  bet  my  little  finger  that  the  fellow 
down  there  under  the  linden  shares  my  belief,  and 
considers  Lindhof  and  all  the  other  pretty  properties 
in  Saxony,  and  God  knows  where  else,  as  his  own 
inalienable  property." 

"  Has  he  a  claim  upon  it  ?"  asked  Frau  Ferber. 

"  Of  course ;  he  is  the  son  of  Baroness  Lessen. 
Except  herself,  this  brother  and  sister  have  not  a  rela- 
tion in  the  whole  wide  world.  The  baroness  married 
first  a  von  Hollfeld,  and  from  that  marriage  sprang 
the  young  man  down  there,  who  became,  by  the  early 
death  of  his  father,  master  of  Odenburg,  a  large  estate 
beyond  L . 

"  The  pretty  widow  thought  she  must  make  the 
speediest  use  of  her  freedom  to  mount  at  least  one 
round  of  the  ladder  of  human  happiness  and  perfec- 
tion, so  she  married  Baron  Lessen.  His  fame  was  a 
trifle  questionable — some  facts  attached  to  it  which 
people  of  lower  degree  narrow-mindedly  call  dishonor- 
able ;  but  that  did  no  harm,  he  was  chamberlain,  and 
the  key  to  his  coat-button  opened  the  paradise  of 
court  life,  and  before  that  even  the  ke}rs  of  Holy  Peter 
must  make  way.  The  baron  left  his  wife  widowed 
again  after  two  years  of  marriage,  and  possessed  of  a 
little  daughter  and  endless  debts.  I  dare  say  she  is 
glad  enough  to  be  at  Lindhof  and  act  as  absolute  sov- 
ereign, for  I  hear  she  has  no  place  or  voice  on  her 
son's  estates." 
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A  maid  from  the  lodge  interrupted  the  conversation 
at  this  point,  by  appearing  with  pail  and  scrubbing 
brush,  and  giving  unmistakable  signs  that  her  rule 
must  now  begin.  The  spy-glass  was  put  speedily  into 
its  case,  and  while  the  forester  set  about  freeing  the 
outer  window-sill  from  creeping  plants,  Frau  Ferber 
and  Elizabeth  attacked  the  furniture  to  restore  its 
original  brilliancy  with  brushes  and  dusters. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

"Whitsuntide  was  past,  the  brazen  bells  had  returned 
to  quiet  life,  and  looked  out  from  their  loopholes  as 
though  they  were  the  tombs,  silent,  black,  and  motion- 
less, of  the  musical  life  which,  during  the  holidays, 
had  centered  about  the  towers.  But  the  variegated 
bells  in  the  forest,  hanging  from  their  green  stems  and 
conscious  of  their  solemn  office,  could  not  forget  the 
festival.  They  had  chimed  in  bravely  when  the  air 
vibrated  harmoniously,  and  rang  now  untiringly  at 
every  breeze  that  penetrated  the  underbrush.  It  did 
not  disturb  them  in  the  least  that  the  wood-cutter, 
leaving  Sunday  and  festal  array  at  home,  threatened 
them  with  his  heavy  sole,  whistling  some  rude  melody 
on  his  way  to  his  work.  The  forest  was  not  to  be 
deceived ;  there  were  mysterious  sounds  in  its  tree- 
tops,  as  of  a  prayer  murmured  by  a  thousand  voices, 
and  the  birds  sang  their  matins  and  evensong  as 
before.  At  the  castle  the  lasting  holiday  spirits  har- 
monized with  those  of  the  forest,  though  Ferber  had 
gone  to  work  and  had  the  inevitable  visits  to  make  in 

L on  being  installed  in  his  office.     Frau  Ferber 

and  Elizabeth  had  obtained  through  Sabine  abundant 
work  from  a  linen  house  in  L ,  and  busied  them- 
selves in  the  garden  besides,  which  was  to  yield  tribute 
this  year,  so  far  as  possible.  That  a  holiday  atmos- 
phere prevailed  in  the  Ferber  home,  in  spite  of  all  this 
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activity,  was  due  to  the  exalted  spirits  of  the  family, 
who  still  felt  the  influence  of  the  favorable  change  in 
their  circumstances,  and  were  stimulated  anew  at 
every  turn  to  compare  the  past  with  the  present.  The 
life  in  the  forest,  so  unaccustomed,  so  new,  almost 
intoxicated  them  all. 

The  loving  parents  had  given  Elizabeth  the  room 
with  the  gobelins  because  it  had  the  best  outlook,  and 
at  the  first  survey  of  the  connecting  building  the 
young  girl  had  declared  it  to  be  the  finest  and  coziest. 
The  unpleasantly  suggestive  door  which  led  to  the 
great  wing  they  had  walled  up  again ;  the  high  oaken 
doors,  with  brass  locks  and  bolts,  covered  the  masonry 
and  gave  no  hint  that  beyond  them  the  wilderness 
began.  One  of  the  renovated  sofas  had  filled  up  the 
background  of  the  room.  Near  one  of  the  windows 
stood  the  antique  writing-desk,  and  on  it,  beside  a  set 
of  antique  writing-utensils,  were  two  pretty  little  vases 
of  fresh  flowers.  On  the  outer  wiodowsill,  surrounded 
by  the  top  sprigs  of  a  syringa  bush,  stood  the  yellow 
brass  cage,  the  home  of  Hans  the  canary-bird,  who, 
with  the  whole  aplomb  of  a  spoiled  prima  donna,  tried 
to  surpass  the  artists  of  the  forest  with  his  bravuras 
and  trills. 

While  the  room  was  being  put  in  order,  and  Frau 
Ferber  was  bringing  some  new  object  every  moment 
to  decorate  it  as  daintily  as  possible,  Elizabeth's  father, 
going  up  to  the  longest  wall,  spread  out  his  arms  over 
it  and  banished  the  little  divan  which  was  about  to  be 
pushed  into  position.  "  Halt !  this  space  I  reserve  for 
myself,"  he  said,  laughing.  He  brought  a  large  bracket 
and  fastened  it  to  the  wall,  which  happened  to  present 
a  strong  joist  just  at  that  point.     "  Here  the  Unique 
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shall  have  his  throne,"  he  continued,  placing  a  bust  of 
Beethoven  upon  the  bracket. 

"  But  that  looks  miserable,"  objected  Frau  Ferber. 

"Do  but  wait.  To-morrow  or  the  day  after  you 
will  convince  yourself  that  my  arrangement  is  not  so 
greatly  to  be  scoffed  at,  and  that  for  Elizabeth  the  dis- 
covered furniture  is  an  immense  advantage." 

The  next  day — it  was  Whitsun-eve — he  accompanied 
the  forester  to  the  city,  and  when  they  returned  in  the 
evening  it  was  through  the  little  portal  in  the  wall. 
The  great  gate  opened  and  four  men  carried  a  large 
object  through  the  ruin.  Elizabeth  was  standing  close 
to  the  kitchen  window,  busy  preparing  the  first  meal 
to  be  eaten  in  the  new  dwelling,  when  the  men  entered 
the  garden  with  their  burden. 

She  uttered  a  loud  cry  of  delight,  for  it  was  a  piano, 
a  beautiful  square  instrument,  that  was  forthwith  car- 
ried up  into  the  connecting  building  and  put  in  place 
under  the  Beethoven.  Elizabeth  laughed  and  cried  all 
in  one  breath,  and  threw  her  arms  around  her  father's 
neck.     He  had  spent  the  whole  of  his  small  capital, 

the  proceeds  of  the  sale  of  the  furniture  in  B ,  to 

obtain  for  her  this  joy  of  her  life.  Then  she  opened 
the  piano  and  filled  with  mighty  chords  the  walls 
which  had  so  long  suffered  the  embraces  of  silent 
death. 

The  forester  was  there  too,  for  he  wished  to  see 
Elizabeth's  joy  and  surprise.  He  leaned  in  silence 
against  the  wall  as  the  wonderful  melody  issued  from 
beneath  the  girl's  flying  fingers.  At  that  moment  the 
glowing,  mighty  soul  which  dwelt  in  this  attractive 
young  figure  revealed  itself  to  him  for  the  first  time  in 
its  full  power.     This  finely  formed  head,  how  wonder- 
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fully  thoughtful  and  inspired  it  arose  above  the  deli- 
cate frame,  enveloped  in  the  charm  of  all  that  is 
maidenly  !  Hitherto  only  teasings  and  jests  had  flown 
hither  and  thither  between  uncle  and  niece.  By  reason 
of  her  rapid  movement  and  quickness  of  wit,  which 
latter  never  left  her  at  a  loss  for  an  answer,  he  called 
her  his  butterfly,  but  more  often  she  was  his  Gold  Elsie, 
for  he  insisted  that  her  hair  was  so  golden  that  he  saw 
it  gleaming  and  glistening  through  the  densest  part  of 
the  woods,  as  young  Roland  once  saw  the  jewel  in  the 
giant's  shield. 

When  Elizabeth  ceased  playing  she  laid  both  hands 
upon  her  new  possession  as  though  she  would  embrace 
it,  smiling  happily.  The  forester  approached  her, 
softly  kissed  her  brow,  and  went  silently  away. 

After  that  he  came  to  the  castle  every  evening.  As 
soon  as  the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun  had  left  the  tree- 
tops  Elizabeth  must  go  to  the  piano.  The  little  family 
seated  themselves  in  the  niche  of  the  farthest  window 
and  were  soon  immersed  in  the  ocean  of  thought  of 
the  master  whose  image  looked  down  from  the 
wall  upon  the  enthusiastic  young  musician.  Fer- 
ber  recalled  Elizabeth's  picture  of  life  in  the  forest, 
sketched,  on  receipt  of  the  forester's  letter,  in  the  attic- 
room  in  B .     True,  there  were  neither  elves  nor 

kobolds  ;  but  the  spirits  whom  the  composer  had  placed 
under  ban  in  his  chords  issued  forth  free  in  the  stream 
of  music,  and  breathed  into  the  solemn  stillness  that 
mysterious  life  whose  joy  and  sorrow,  though  it  ebbs 
and  flows  in  every  human  breast,  genius  alone  em- 
bodies and  expresses. 

One  afternoon  the  Ferber  family  were  sitting  over 
their  coffee.     The  forester  had  joined  them,  bringing 
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pipe  and  paper,  and  finding  great  pleasure  in  having 
Elizabeth  fill  his  cup.  He  was  about  to  read  aloud  an 
interesting  article,  when  there  was  a  knock  at  the 
small  portal.  To  the  surprise  of  all,  when  little  Ernst 
opened  the  gate  a  servant  from  Castle  Lindhof  entered 
and  handed  Elizabeth  a  letter.  It  came  from  Baroness 
Lessen.  She  began  by  saying  many  flattering  things 
to  the  girl  about  her  excellent  piano-playing,  which 
she  claimed  to  have  overheard  during  several  evening 
walks  in  the  woods,  and  added  the  question  whether 
Fraulein  Ferber  would  come  once  a  week,  upon  con- 
ditions which  could  be  later  determined,  to  play  duets 
with  Fraulein  Walde. 

The  letter  was  very  polite  in  tone,  yet  the  forester, 
having  read  it  through  twice,  threw  it  angrily  upon  the 
table,  and  looking  sharply  at  Elizabeth,  said : 

"  I  think  you  will  not  undertake  it." 

f*  "Why  not,  dear  Carl  ?"  asked  Ferber  for  her. 

"Because  Elizabeth  does  not  fit  the  company  down 
there  !"  cried  the  forester  somewhat  excitedly.  "  If 
you  wish  to  see  destroyed  by  mildew  what  you  have 
so  carefully  cultivated,  now  that  it  is  ripe,  do  so." 

"  True,"  said  Ferber.  "  I  have  hitherto  had  the  soul 
of  my  child  exclusively  in  my  own  possession,  and 
have  taken  zealous  care,  as  was  my  duty,  to  awaken 
every  germ,  support  every  tiniest  plant  that  did  but 
promise  growth.  Nevertheless,  I  never  meant  to  make 
a  feeble  green-house  plant  of  her,  and  woe's  me,  if  that 
which  I  have  been  cultivating  for  eighteen  years  merely 
clings  without  roots,  ready  to  be  blown  about  by  the 
first  rough  breeze  of  life.  ...  I  have  trained  my 
daughter  for  our  human  life,  for  she  will  have  to  begin 
the  battle  as  well  as  every  other  human  child ;  and  if 
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I  should  close  my  eyes  to-day,  she  must  grasp  the 
rudder  that  I  have  held  hitherto.  If  the  people  down 
there  iu  the  castle  are  really  no  companions  for  her, 
the  fact  will  become  evident  soon  enough.  Either  both 
sides  wilL  feel  at  once  that  they  do  not  suit  one  another, 
and  the  connection  will  die  out  of  itself,  or  Elizabeth 
will  pass  by  what  comes  in  conflict  with  her  principles, 
and  nothing  will  do  her  any  harm.  .  .  .  You  are 
one  of  those,  Carl,  who  never  go  out  of  the  way  of  any 
danger,  but  always  try  "your  strength,  your  own  worth, 
upon  it." 

"  Of  course,  but  then  I  am  a  man  and  must  stand  up 
for  myself,"  replied  the  forester. 

"  Are  you  sure,  then,  that  in  later  years  Elizabeth 
will  have  any  other  support  than  herself,  anyone  who 
can  take  responsibility  for  her  ?"  asked  her  father. 

The  forester  cast  a  quick  glance  at  the  young  girl, 
whose  eyes  were  intently  fixed  upon  her  father.  He 
was  speaking  from  her  own  inmost  soul,  and  he  was 
for  her  the  embodiment  of  the  infallible  and  the 
omniscient ;  that  was  plainly  to  be  seen  in  her  face. 

"  Father,"  she  said,  "  you  shall  see  that  you  have 
not  been  mistaken,  that  I  am  not  weak.  I  never  could 
bear  the  old  metaphor  of  the  oak  and  the  ivy,  and 
shall  never  carry  it  into  practice  myself.  Let  me  go 
to  the  castle,  dear  uncle,"  she  said,  turning  with  a 
roguish  smile  to  the  forester,  on  whose  brow  the 
wrinkle  had  reached  the  highest  pitch  of  development. 
"  If  the  inhabitants  are  heartless,  that  does  aot  involve 
my  becoming  a  cannibal  on  the  spot.  If  they  attempt 
to  oppress  and  wound  me  with  arrogance  I  can  in- 
wardly assume  so  lofty  a  standpoint  that  every  arrow 
will  be  aimed  in  vain.     And  if  they  are  hypocrites  I'll 
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fix  my  eyes  the  more  steadfastly  upon  the  truth  and 
know  the  better  how  ugly  those  black  masks  are." 

"  Well  said,  incomparable  Elsie,  and  might  be  admi- 
rably carried  out,  if  only  people  would  be  so  considerate 
as  to  wear  their  masks  conspicuously.  .  .  .  But 
you  will  be  filled  with  wonder,  nevertheless,  when 
you  find  chaff  one  of  these  days  where  you  expected 
gold." 

"  But,  dear  uncle,  I  shall  not  be  so  foolish  as  to 
abandon  myself  to  pure  illusions.  .  .  .  Think  how 
many  dark  shadows  fell  across  my  childhood,  and  all 
that  did  not  pass  over  me  without  my  comprehending 
it.  But  a  little  faith  in  one's  lucky  star  and  one's  self 
a  human  being  must  have,  even  if  it  be  doomed,  on  its 
first  entrance  into  the  wide  world,  to  fall  straight  into 
an  abyss  of  Egyptian  darkness  filled  with  fearful 
monsters.  See,  dear  uncle,  the  reward  of  your  zeal 
for  my  spirit's  highest  good  ;  your  cup  looks  as  though 
a  railroad  were  going  to  be  built  across  it,  and  your 
luckless  meerschaum  is  in  the  last  stages." 

The  forester  laughed  reluctantly.  Then  he  said  to 
Elizabeth,  who  busily  filled  his  cup  and  offered  him  a 
burning  taper :  k'  You  need  not  suppose  I  have  ex- 
hausted my  ammunition  when  I  say —  But  go  try 
it,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned.  I'll  have  the  satisfaction, 
some  fine  day,  of  seeing  the  heroic  chick  creep, 
alarmed  and  retreating,  under  the  protecting  wings  at 
home." 

"  Ah  !"  laughed  Frau  Ferber,  "  you  may  wait  awhile 
for  that.  You  do  not  know  our  little  Obstinate.  But 
let  us  come  to  some  conclusion.  I  think  it  suitable 
for   Elizabeth  to    present    herself    to  the   ladies   to- 


morrow." 
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The  next  afternoon,  toward  five  o'clock,  Elizabeth 
walked  down  the  mountain  side.  A  well-kept  road 
led  through  the  woods,  which  seemed  to  melt  away 
into  a  garden.  No  fence  partitioned  off  the  first 
superbly  mown  lawn  with  its  waving  grasses  from  the 
forest,  with  its  gnarled  roots  and  stumps. 

Elizabeth  had  put  on  a  fresh  muslin  dress,  and  a 
broad-brimmed  white  straw  hat  shaded  her  face.  Her 
father  accompanied  her  to  the  first  meadow,  whence 
she  walked  bravely  forward  alone.  Not  one  human 
being  had  she  met  on  the  way  through  the  park,  and 
even  the  birds  seemed  cautious  about  singing  too 
loudly.  She  was  startled  by  the  crunching  of  the 
gravel  beneath  her  feet,  and  as  she  approached  the 
castle  was  surprised  at  herself  for  being  so  oppressed 
by  the  surrounding  stillness. 

At  last  she  reached  the  main  entrance,  and  saw  the 
first  human  face  ;  it  was  a  servant  at  work,  as  noise- 
lessly as  possible,  in  the  imposing  vestibule.  At 
Elizabeth's  request  to  announce  her  to  the  baroness,  he 
stole  up  the  broad  staircase  opposite  the  vestibule,  at 
the  foot  of  which  stood  two  tall  statues,  their  white 
limbs  half  hidden  under  the  foliage  of  several  orange 
trees.  Returning  promptly,  he  told  her  that  she 
was  most  welcome,  and  hastened  in  advance  of  her, 
his  toes  scarcely  touching  the  steps. 

Elizabeth  followed  him  in  profound  embarrassment. 
It  was  not  the  surrounding  splendor  that  depressed 
her,  it  was  the  consciousness  of  standing  alone  in  this 
unknown  sphere.  The  servant  led  her  through  a  long 
corridor,  out  of  which  several  rooms  opened,  all 
furnished  with  unusual  elegance,  and  supplied  with 
those'thousand  and  one  trifles  that  might  well  arouse 
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in  an  unspoiled  child  of  nature  the  suspicion  of  their 
being  a  part  of  an  exposition  of  some  kind. 

The  servant  opened  a  folding-door  with  silent  care, 
and  let  the  young  girl  enter.  Near  the  window, 
opposite  Elizabeth,  a  lady,  apparently  a  great  sufferer, 
lay  upon  a  couch.  Her  head  rested  upon  a  white 
cushion,  and  she  was  almost  covered  with  warm  quilts, 
which,  however,  revealed  the  fact  that  the  nearly  con- 
cealed figure  was  one  of  considerable  embonpoint.  In 
her  hand  she  held  a  flask. 

The  lady  raised  herself  partially,  so  that  Elizabeth 
could  see  her  face.  It  was  full  and  pale,  and  seemed, 
at  first  sight,  not  unpleasant.  Close  observation,  how- 
ever, showed  that  the  large  blue  eyes,  framed  in  by 
blond  lashes  set  under  equally  fair,  high  eyebrows, 
were  cold  as  glacier  ice,  an  expression  which  a  trace 
of  arrogance  about  the  lips  and  nostrils,  and  a  hard, 
protruding  chin  in  no  way  softened. 

"  Ah,  it  is  very  friendly  of  you  to  come  to  us, 
Friiulein  !"  said  the  baroness,  with  a  feeble  yet  hard, 
cold  voice,  waving  Elizabeth  to  a  fauteuil  near  her,  as 
Elizabeth  politely  courtesied.  "  I  have  sent  to  beg  my 
cousin  to  make  her  arrangement  with  you  here  in  my 
room,  as  I  am,  unfortunately,  too  ill  to  conduct  you  to 
her." 

The  reception  was  certainly  polite,  though  a  con- 
siderable dose  of  condescension  was  not  to  be  mistaken 
in  the  lady's  voice. 

Elizabeth  seated  herself,  and  was  about  to  reply  to 
the  question  how  she  liked  Thuringia,  when  the  door 
was  opened  violently.  A  little  girl  about  eight  years 
old,  with  flying  reddish  hair,  bounded  in,  holding  in 
her  arms  a  pretty  little  dog  whining  and  struggling. 
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"  Ali  is  so  naughty,  mamma,  he  will  not  stay  with 
me !"  cried  the  child  breathlessly,  as  she  threw  the 
dog  on  the  floor. 

"  You  have  probably  been  teasing  the  little  creature 
cruelly  again,  my  child,"  said  her  mamma.  "  But  I 
cannot  have  you  here,  Bella ;  you  make  too  much 
noise,  and  I  have  a  headache.     Go  to  vour  room." 

"  It's  so  stupid  there.  Miss  Mertens  forbade  me  to 
play  with  Ali.  I  have  to  keep  learning  those  old 
fables  that  I  cannot  bear." 

"  Then  stay  here,  but  be  quiet." 

The  child  brushed  by  Elizabeth,  staring  at  the 
young  girl's  dress  from  top  to  toe,  and  climbed  upon 
an  embroidered  stool  near  the  mirror  to  reach  a  vase  of 
flowers.  In  a  moment  the  charming  bouquet  had 
become  a  chaos  under  the  small  hands  which  zealously 
endeavored  to  place  single  blossoms  in  the  finely 
embroidered  holes  of  the  curtain-borders.  Large  drops 
of  the  discolored  water  in  which  the  flowers  had  beeri 
standing  dropped  continuously  from  the  stems  upon 
Elizabeth's  dress,  so  that  Elizabeth  was  obliged  to 
move  away,  for  there  was  no  prospect  that  the  small 
vandal  herself  or  any  command  from  her  mother 
would  make  a  speedy  end  of  the  amusement. 

Elizabeth  had  just  had  time  to  beat  her  retreat  and 
reply  to  the  baroness'  repeated  question,  that  she  now 
felt  perfectly  at  home  in  Thuringia  and  very  happy, 
when  the  lady  arose  rather  suddenly  from  her  reclining 
posture,  nodding  with  a  winning  smile  toward  a  tap- 
estry door  which  opened  noiselessly  at  one  side.  On 
the  sill  appeared  the  two  young  persons  whom  Eliza- 
beth had  recently  observed  through  the  spy-glass. 
But  how  different,  and  how  peculiar  they  looked  here, 
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standing  side  by  side  !  Von  Hollfeld,  an  almost  too 
tall,  slender  figure,  bent  far  to  one  side  to  afford  a 
support  to  the  small  hand  that  rested  upon  his  arm. 
The  sylph-like  being  that  had  reposed  upon  the  couch 
was  a  wholly  distorted  childish  figure.  The  head, 
perfectly  beautiful  even  at  this  moment,  was  set  low 
between  the  shoulders,  and  the  crutch  in  her  right 
hand  showed  that  the  limbs  too  must  be  unequal. 

"Pardon,  dear  Helene,"  exclaimed  the  baroness, 
"  that  I  am  obliged  to  trouble  you  to  come  here,  but 
you  see  I  am  the  poor  tortured  Lazarus  again,  upon 
whom  you  are  always  exercising  your  angelic  goodness. 
Fraulein  Ferber  " — she  waved  to  Elizabeth,  introducing 
the  young  girl — "  has  been  so  kind  as  to  come  in  reply 
to  my  note  of  yesterday." 

"  For  that  I  am  grateful  to  you  from  the  depths  of 
my  heart,"  said  the  young  lady,  with  a  winning  smile, 
giving  Elizabeth  her  hand.  Her  glance  measured  the 
newcomer  with  admiring  surprise,  and  fastened  at  last 
upon  the  blond  braids  beneath  her  hat.  "  Ah  !  yes," 
she  said,  "  your  beautiful  golden  hair  I  have  seen 
before — while  walking  in  the  woods  yesterday ;  you 
were  leaning  over  the  wall  up  at  the  old  castle." 

Elizabeth  blushed  still  more  deeply. 

"  But  just  because  you  were  there,"  continued 
Helene,  "  I  lost  the  pleasure  for  the  sake  of  which  I 
had  clambered  up  the  mountain-side — purely  to  hear 
your  playing  as  I  had  done  on  the  previous  evening. 
So  young  and  childlike,  and  possessed  of  such  deep 
appreciation  of  classical  music  !  How  is  it  possible  % 
You  will  make  me  very  happy  if  you  will  often  play 
with  me." 

Something  resembling  disapproval  flitted  over  the 
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face  of  the  baroness,  and  a  fine  observer  would  not 
have  missed  the  slight,  contemptuous  smile  in  the  cor- 
ners of  the  mouth.  But  it  was  wholly  lost  upon 
Elizabeth,  for  her  attention  was  absorbed  by  the  un- 
fortunate young  lady,  whose  soft,  silvery  voice  seemed 
to  come  directly  from  her  heart. 

Yon  Hollfeld  has  meanwhile  pushed  a  fauteuil  to 
the  side  of  the  couch  for  Fraulein  von  Walde.  Then 
he  departed,  without  having  uttered  one  word. 
Because  he  left  the  room  by  the  door  which  stood 
directly  opposite  Elizabeth,  she  could  not  fail  to  ob- 
serve that  his  departing  glance  rested  upon  herself  as 
he  slowly  closed  the  door.  She  was  actually  terrified 
at  the  way  in  which  he  stared  at  her.  It  was  so 
extraordinary  that  she  examined  her  dress  in  silence, 
pondering  whether  it  could  possibly  be  too  conspic- 
uous. 

Fraulein  von  Walde  interrupted  these  reflections 
with  the  question  to  what  teacher  Elizabeth  owed  her 
exquisite  playing,  whereupon  Elizabeth  related  that 
her  mother  alone  had  taught  her,  and  that  she  had, 
indeed,  no  one  else  than  her  parents  to  thank  for  all 
that  she  had  been  able  to  learn. 

During  this  recital  Bella  had  been  crouching  upon 
the  floor,  playing  with  the  dog.  It  would  have  been 
a  charming  picture  if  the  whining  and  the  excited 
movements  of  the  little  animal  had  not  proved  that 
it  was  being  tortured.  After  each  loud  cry  from  the 
little  dog,  at  which  Fraulein  von  Walde  started  pain- 
fully, the  baroness  cried,  as  though  mechanically  : 

"  Stop  those  tricks,  Bella,  child  !" 

But  finally,  when  the  animal  broke  out  with  a 
shrill  howl  of  pain,  she  raised  her  finger  threaten- 
ingly to  the  naughty  little  one,  and  said  : 
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"  I  shall  have  to  call  Miss  Mertens." 

"  Ah  !"  replied  the  little  girl  contemptuously,  "  she 
dare  not  punish  me.     You  forbade  it  strictly." 

At  that  moment  a  tapestry  door  opened  quietly,  and 
a  pale  woman  entered.  Bowing  timidly  before  the 
ladies,  she  said: 

"  The  chaplain  is  waiting  for  Bella." 

"  But  I  will  not  have  any  lesson  to-day  !"  exclaimed 
the  child,  taking  a  ball  of  worsted  from  the  table  and 
throwing  it  to  the  downtrodden  creature  upon  the 
floor. 

"  My  child,  you  must,"  said  the  baroness.  "  Go  with 
Miss  Mertens ;  that's  a  good  girl." 

Bella  sat  down  in  a  fauteuil  and  drew  up  her 
feet,  as  though  the  matter  concerned  her  as  little  as 
Ali,  who  had  taken  refuge  behind  the  sofa.  The 
governess  appeared  to  wish  to  approach  her,  but  a 
wrathful  glance  from  the  baroness  sent  her  back  to  the 
door.  This  disgusting  scene  would  probably  have  con- 
tinued a  long  time  if  the  baroness  had  not  produced 
auxiliary  forces  in  the  shape  of  bonbons.  The  small 
girl,  having  filled  mouth  and  pockets  with  sweetmeats, 
left  her  place,  and  pushing  away  the  hand  of  the 
governess,  who  wished  to  lead  her,  ran  out  of  the 
room. 

Elizabeth  sat  rigid  with  amazement.  Even  Fraulein 
von  Walde's  gentle  features  expressed  disapproval,  but 
she  said  not  a  word.  The  baroness  sank  back  among 
her  pillows. 

"  These  governesses  rob  me  of  years  of  my  life,"  she 
sighed.  "Whether  Miss  Mertens  will  ever  learn  to 
treat  Bella  as  such  an  excitable  child  with  her  sensitive 
nerves  requires,  I  do  not  know  !     None  of  them  take 
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into  consideration  position  in  life,  temperament  and 
bodily  constitution.  All  children  are  measured  with 
one  standard,whether  shopkeepers'  or  noblemen's  chil- 
dren, high-strung  beings  or  robust  day  laborer  natures. 
Miss  Mertens  is  a  repulsive,  pendantic  school-teacher. 
Moreover,  her  English  is  hideous.  I  cannot  imagine 
from  what  nook  in  England  she  can  have  come." 

"  But  I  do  not  think  so  at  all,  dear  Amalie,"  said 
Fraulein  von  Walde.  Her  voice  was  exquisitely  sooth- 
ing as  she  spoke  these  words. 

"  Oh  !  yes,  you  say  that  with  your  angelic  kindness ; 
but  though  I  do  not  understand  English,  I  recognize 
instantly  when  you  speak  it.  Dear  heart,  how  much 
more  elegant  your  pronunciation  is !" 

Elizabeth  doubted  inwardly  the  competence  of  this 
judgment,  and  Fraulein  von  Walde  blushed  and  made 
a  deprecating  gesture ;  but  the  baroness  continued, 
undeterred  : 

"  Bella  seems  to  feel  this  strongly ;  she  is  persistently 
silent  when  her  governess  speaks  English  to  her.  I  do 
not  blame  her  a  moment  for  it,  but  am  always  inde- 
scribably indignant  when  this  person  insists  that  it  is 
mere  obstinacy  and  malice  on  the  child's  part." 

The  baroness'  voice,  at  first  so  feeble  and  full  of 
suffering,  had  grown  remarkably  vigorous  as  she  pro- 
ceeded to  vent  her  displeasure.  This  she  suddenly 
observed,  and  wearily  closed  her  eyes.  "  Heavens  !" 
she  sighed,  "  my  unfortunate  nerves  are  maltreating 
me  again.  I  grow  excited  when  I  should  be  patient. 
These  annoyances  are  actual  poison  for  body  and 
soul." 

"  I  would  advise  you  to  leave  Bella  in  care  of  Mohr- 
ing  and  Miss  Mertens  when  you  are  feeling  so  wretched. 
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I  am  convinced  that  she  is  very  well  cared  for.  Though 
I  perfectly  understand  your  touching  anxiety  about 
the  child,  I  must,  nevertheless,  say  that  Miss  Mertens 
is  far  too  gentle  and  refined  to  do  anything  which 
could  be  harmful  to  the  little  girl.  You  look  quite 
exhausted,"  she  added  sympathizingly. 

"  It  will  be  well  for  me  to  leave  you  alone  now. 
Fraulein  Ferber  will  be  so  kind,  I  am  sure,  as  to  help 
me  to  my  room." 

She  arose,  leaned  over  the  baroness  and  kissed  her 
cheek.  Then  she  laid  her  hand  on  Elizabeth's  arm, 
and  the  latter  being  dismissed  by  a  very  gracious- 
looking  gesture  from  the  baroness,  they  left  the 
room. 

On  their  long  journey  through  divers  corridors  Frau- 
lein von  Walde  said  that  it  would  be  a  great  pleasure 
to  her  brother,  who  was  now  so  far  away,  if  she  should 
resume  her  music  ;  that  he  had  sat  for  hours  in  a  dark 
corner  listening  to  her  playing,  until  an  increased  nerv- 
ous irritability  compelled  her  to  renounce  her  beloved 
music  for  a  long  time.  Now  she  proposed  to  practice 
faithfully  to  surprise  her  brother  upon  his  return. 

Elizabeth  hastened  up  through  the  forest  as  if  upon 
wings.  At  the  top,  in  the  open  space  before  the  small 
portal,  her  parents  were  walking  up  and  down,  and 
little  Ernst  bounded  toward  her  while  she  was  still  far 
below.  Everything  seemed  to  her  wonderfully  home- 
like and  cozy.  Her  dear  ones  greeted  her  as  though 
they  had  missed  her  painfully.  On  the  windowsill  of 
her  room  Hans  was  trilling  and  rejoicing,  and  beyond 
the  doors  of  the  great  dusky  halls  the  garden  looked 
doubly  sunny  with  its  linden  group  in  the  background 
above  the  cool  fountain,  near  which  stood  the  table  set 
for  supper. 
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The  whole  Italian  castle  with  all  its  splendor,  its 
aristocratic  atmosphere  and  almost  alarming  stillness, 
interrupted  only  by  the  noise  of  a  spoiled,  ill-bred  child, 
vanished  like  a  dream  that  one  gladly  shakes  off.  And 
when  she  had  finished  telling  her  parents  the  sequence 
of  her  impression,  she  closed  with  the  words  :  "  Ac- 
cording to  your  teachings,  father,  I  should  not  form 
any  settled  opinion  of  the  new  acquaintance  to-day, 
for  you  cast  aside  the  first  impression  as  something 
deceptive  that  makes  us  often  unjust.  But  what  can 
I  do  to  my  rebellious  fancy  ?  As  often  as  I  think  of 
the  two  ladies  I  seem  to  see  a  lovely  young  water- 
willow  giving  its  branches  unresistingly  to  be  the  sport 
of  a  furious  gaie." 
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CHAPTEK  VII. 

Elizabeth  went  twice  a  week  to  Lindhof.  The  day 
after  the  first  call  Baroness  Lessen  had  fixed  the  hours 
in  a  polite  note,  and  offered  a  very  respectable  pay- 
ment for  Elizabeth's  exertions.  These  hours  soon  be- 
came a  source  of  the  highest  enjoyment  to  the  young 
girl.  Helene  von  Walde  had  naturally  lost  much  in 
the  matter  of  mechanical  skill  by  years  of  want  of 
practice,  and  could  not  rival  Elizabeth.  But  she  played 
with  keen  appreciation,  possessed  thoroughly  culti- 
vated taste,  and  no  trace  of  the  ugly  dilettanti  pro- 
pensity to  despise  everything  beyond  her  own  horizon. 
Baroness  Lessen  was  never  present  during  the  music, 
and  for  that  reason  the  hours  gradually  developed  an 
exquisite  charm  for  Elizabeth.  A  servant  usually 
brought  some  slight  refreshments ;  Helene  reclined  in 
her  fauteuil ;  Elizabeth  seated  herself  upon  a  footstool 
at  Ilelene's  feet,  listening  with  delight  to  the  exquisite 
flute-like  melancholy  voice  in  which  the  poor  mis- 
shapen girl  told  of  her  past.  Then  the  picture  of  the 
absent  brother  came  unfailingly  into  the  foreground. 
She  could  not  sufficiently  praise  his  care  and  fore- 
thought for  her,  the  trouble  which  he,  who  was  much 
older  and  very  serious,  took  to  gratify  her  little  pref- 
erences and  show  consideration  for  her  peculiarities. 
She  related,  further,  that  he  had  purchased  Lindhof 
solely  because  his  sister  had  discovered,  during  a  long 
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visit  at  the  court  of  L ,  that  the  Thuringian  air  was 

especially  beneficial  to  her.  It  was  evident  that  he 
must  love  Helen e  very  tenderly. 

One  afternoon  when  the  music  had  lasted  unusually 
long,  a  servant  entered  and  announced  a  visitor. 
"  Stay  to  tea  with  me  this  evening,"  said  Fraulein  von 
Wakle  to  Elizabeth.     "  My  physician  has  come  from 

L ,  and   some  ladies   from   the   neighborhood.     I 

shall  send  some  one  up  to  tell  your  mother,  so  that  she 
may  not  be  disturbed  at  your  absence.  My  conference 
with  my  physician  will  not  last  long,  and  I  shall  be 
with  you  again  presently." 

She  went  away,  and  after  about  ten  minutes  reap- 
peared, leaning  upon  the  arm  of  a  gentleman.  He  was 
a  stately  figure  with  a  thoughtful  face,  whose  owner 
turned  to  Elizabeth  with  active  interest  when  her 
name  was  mentioned,  and  told  her,  in  an  entertaining 
way,  how  there  had  been  no  end  to  the  horror  and 

amazement   of   the   worthy  inhabitants  of   L ,  on 

learning  that  the  old  castle  Gnadeck  was  occupied 
once  more,  and  that  by  inhabitants  of  actual  flesh  and 
blood. 

Suddenly  there  were  sounds  in  the  adjoining  room 
and  presently  two  ladies,  an  elder  and  a  younger  one  of 
somewhat  extraordinary  appearance,  presented  them- 
selves at  the  door.  The  resemblance  of  their  features 
showed  at  once  that  they  were  mother  and  daughter. 
Both  wore  dark  dresses,  which5  contrary  to  the  pre- 
vailing fashion,  fell  to  the  floor,  narrow  and  straight, 
with  large  mantillas  of  black  woolen  stuff,  and  broad 
brown  straw  hats,  fastened  under  the  chin  of  the 
mother  with  a  black  ribbon,  and  under  that  of  the 
daughter  with  a  lilac  one. 
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Helene  von  Walde  greeted  the  ladies  as  Frau  and 
Fraulein  von  Lehr,  and  Elizabeth  learned  later  that, 

living  in   L ,  they  usually   spent   the  summer  in 

Lindhof  village,  where  they  rented  a  peasant's  house. 

Immediately  after  the  guests  came  Baroness  Lessen, 
leaning  upon  her  son's  arm,  and  accompanied  by  a 
gentleman  who  was  addressed  by  those  present  as 
Chaplain  Mohring. 

The  baroness  was  dressed  in  dark  colors,  but  with 
the  utmost  elegance,  and  looked  imposing.  She  paused 
a  moment  upon  the  threshold  and  seemed  disagreeably 
surprised  at  Elizabeth's  presence.  She  measured  the 
young  girl  with  an  arrogantly  inquiring  glance,  and 
responded  to  her  bow  with  a  scarcely  perceptible  nod. 

Helene  caught  the  glance  and  approached  the  baron- 
ess, whispering  soothingly :  "  I  have  kept  my  little 
favorite  to-day  because,  through  my  fault,  it  had 
grown  altogether  too  late." 

The  excuse  did  not,  however,  escape  Elizabeth's 
quick  ear.  She  was  indignant  and  would  have  liked 
best  to  fly  out  at  a  window  near  which  she  was  stand- 
ing, if  her  pride  had  not  required  her  to  stay  and  brave 
the  baroness'  insolence.  The  latter  seemed,  however, 
appeased  by  the  explanation  of  the  offense  committed 
in  her  absence.  She  took  Helene  in  her  arms,  kissed 
her  tenderl}r,  and  whispered  a  thousand  flattering 
things.  Then  she  invited  the  company  to  follow  her 
into  an  adjoining  room,  where  supper  was  served.  She 
did  the  honors  of  the  tea-table,  and  developed  an  un- 
deniable gift  for  keeping  conversation  going.  More- 
over, she  managed,  with  admirable  skill,  to  make 
Helene  the  central  point  of  her  attentions  without  in 
any  way  wounding  the  others  thereby. 
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Elizabeth  sat  silent  between  the  doctor  and  Fraulein 
von  Lehr.  •  The  conversation  afforded  her  in  general 
very  little  interest,  as  it  turned  upon  persons  whom 
she  did  not  know.  Frau  von  Lehr  talked  a  great  deal, 
and  seemed  thoroughly  informed  of  everything  which 
had  been  said  and  done  openly  or  secretly  in  the  past 
weeks  in  the  neighborhood  of  Lindhof.  She  spoke  in 
a  queer,  plaintive  tone,  and  at  the  close  of  each  new 
shocking  recital  bowed  her  dried-up  owl-face  upon  her 
breast  gently  and  humbly,  as  though  she  were  the 
lamb  that  bore  the  sins  of  the  world.  Now  and  then 
she  drew  from  her  knitting-bag  a  bottle  of  fennel  tea 
and  moistened  her  eyes,  which  she  kept  constantly 
turned  upward. 

What  a  contrast  between  her  and  Helene's  madonna 
face,  which,  leaning  upon  the  dark  plush  of  the  sofa, 
reminded  Elizabeth  more  than  ever  of  the  water  lily 
raising  its  white  head  from  some  dark  depths.  But 
to-day  there  was  a  rare  brightness  resting  upon  her 
features.  True,  the  expression  of  suffering  was  not 
wholly  vanished,  but  a  ray  of  happiness  beamed  from 
her  eyes  and  a  joyous  smile  played  about  her  pale  lips 
whenever  she  lifted  from  her  lap  the  bouquet  of  roses 
which  Herr  von  Hollfeld  had  pressed  into  her  hand 
when  he  came.  He  sat  at  her  side  and  joined  several 
times  in  the  conversation.  Whenever  he  opened  his 
lips  the  ladies  all  became  silent,  and  listened  with 
visible  eager  interest,  though  his  manner  of  speaking 
was  by  no  means  fluent,  and  he  seemed  to  Elizabeth 
to  present  a  total  absence  of  thought  and  originality. 

He  was  a  handsome  young  man  of  perhaps  twenty- 
four  years.  There  was  a  fine  repose  about  his  nobl^ 
formed  features,  the  lines  of  which  might  readily  lead 
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to  the  belief  in  manly  firmness.  But  any  one  who 
looked  scrutinizingly  into  his  eyes  ceased  to  admire 
his  plastically  beautiful  face.  The  eyes,  though  large 
and  of  faultless  shape,  revealed  no  depth,  and  possessed 
none  of  that  meteor-like  gleam  which  often  betrays 
genius  though  not  a  word  is  spoken. 

Nor  was  this  deficiency  compensated  for  by  that 
mild,  permanent  radiance  which  proceeds  from  depth 
of  feeling  and  attracts  and  binds  one  without  exciting 
especial  emotion.  Of  this  quality  von  Hollfeld's  large 
fine  eyes  betrayed  not  a  trace. 

This  observation  was  made,  however,  by  few  per- 
sons, for  it  was  a  tradition,  especially  at  the  court  of 

L ,  that  von  Hollfeld  was  a  rarity  whose   usually 

silent  lips  closed  over  a  profound  depth,  and  least  of  all, 
would  the  ladies  in  and  around  Lindhof  have  sub- 
scribed to  any  other  opinion.  This  was  shown  most 
clearly  by  Frau  Lehr's  fat  daughter,  who  leaned  in 
front  of  the  timidly  shrinking  Elizabeth  every  time 
von  Hollfeld  opened  his  lips,  as  though  this  were  a 
new  revelation  of  some  evangelist  which  she  must 
hear  at  all  costs.  But  she  seemed  to  like  to  let  her 
own  light  shine  too. 

"  Are  you  not  charmed  with  the  splendid  sermons 
with  which  Chaplain  Mohring  edified  us  during  the 
holidays  1"  she  inquired,  turning  to  Elizabeth. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  did  not  hear  them,"  replied 
Elizabeth. 

"  Then  you  did  not  attend  service  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  went  with  my  parents  to  the  village 
church  at  Lindhof." 

"  So !"  said  Baroness  Lessen,  turning  her  head 
toward  Elizabeth  for  the  first  time  and  revealing  a 
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mocking  smile.  "  It  was  very  edifying  at  the  village 
church  in  Lindhof,  was  it  not  ?" 

"  Certainly,  gracious  lady,"  answered  Elizabeth 
calmly,  looking  directly  into  the  contemptuous  eyes  of 
the  baroness.  "I  was  deeply  moved  by  the  simple  and 
touching  words  of  the  preacher,  who  spoke  not  in  the 
church,  but  beneath  the  oaks  in  front  of  it.  When  the 
service  should  have  begun  it  proved  that  the  little 
church  could  not  hold  the  mass  of  people  who  had 
come  to  worship,  so  an  altar  was  at  once  erected  under 
God's  free  heaven,  as  they  say  has  often  been  done 
before." 

"  Yes,  it  is,  alas !  a  well-known  fact,"  interrupted 
Chaplain  Mohring,  who  had  hitherto  spoken  but  little, 
and  contented  himself  with  greeting  Frau  von  Lehr's 
recitals  with  an  appreciative  smile  or  a  nod  of  assent. 
But  now  his  already  shining  face  was  dark  red  as  he 
continued,  turning  to  the  baroness  : 

"  Most  gracious  baroness,  it  has  gone  so  far  that  the 
ancient  idols  descend  into  the  sacred  hedge  and  the 
Druid  brings  sacrifice  unto  them  beneath  the  oaks." 

"  I  did  not  know  that  anything  of  that  sort  had 
taken  place,  and  could  not,  by  any  stretch  of  the 
imagination,  have  pictured  to  myself  at  that  moment 
that  I  was  participating  in  a  heathen  festival,"  replied 
Elizabeth.  She  smiled,  but  continued,  more  earnestly 
and  warmly  :  "  I  felt  when  the  organ-tones  pealed 
forth  from  the  church,  and  the  reverend  old  man 
beneath  the  oaks  raised  his  trembling  voice,  just  as  I 
did  the  first  time  I  was  permitted  to  enter  the  house 
of  God." 

"  You  seem  to  have  an  excellent  memory,  my  Frau- 
lein,"  insinuated  Frau  von  Lehr.  "  How  old  were  you 
then,  may  I  ask  2" 
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"  Eleven  years  old." 

"  Eleven  years  old  ?  Good  heavens  !  is  it  possible  ?" 
cried  the  old  lady,  horrified.  "  Could  Christian  parents 
endure  it  ?  My  children  knew  the  house  of  the  Lord 
from  earliest  infancy  ;  that  you  must  bear  witness  to, 
my  best  of  doctors." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  my  gracious  lady,"  he  responded 
gravely.  "  I  remember  that  you  attributed  the  attack 
of  croup  which  cost  your  two-year-old  son  his  life  to  a 
visit  of  the  child  to  the  cold  church." 

Elizabeth  looked  in  alarm  at  her  neighbor.  The 
doctor  had  participated  in  the  original  conversation 
only  so  far  as  to  intersperse  it  occasionally  with  biting 
sarcasms,  which  were  the  more  entertaining  to  the 
young  girl  because  the  baroness  darted  a  snubbing  look 
at  him  each  time.  When  Elizabeth  herself  began  to 
speak  she  paid  no  further  attention  to  him  more  than 
the  others  whose  minds  were  concentrated  upon  the 
unfortunate  heathen  child.  So  no  one  observed  that 
he  was  inwardly  convulsed  with  laughter  at  the  young 
girl's  courageous  words  and  their  effect  upon  those 
present.  His  answer  seemed  to  Elizabeth  cruel.  But 
he  must  have  known  the  people  with  whom  he  had  to 
deal,  for  Frau  von  Lehr  was  quiet  and  unmoved,  and 
said  sanctimoniously :  "  Yes,  the  Lord  took  the  pious 
little  angel  to  himself ;  he  was  too  good  for  this  world. 
And  so  the  kingdom  of  the  Lord  remained  closed  to 
you  until  you  were  eleven  years  old  ?"  she  said,  turning 
to  Elizabeth. 

"  Only  his  temple,  gracious  lady.  I  knew  the  history 
of  Christianity  while  1  was  still  a  little  child,  and 
learned  with  my  first  thoughts  to  know  and  revere 
the  Supreme  Being,  for  I  cannot   remember  a  time 
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when  I  was  without  a  conception  of  God.  It  is  a 
matter  of  principle  of  my  father  not  to  let  his  children 
enter  the  house  of  God  so  early.  He  thinks  such 
young  souls  are  incapable  of  understanding  its  signifi- 
cance, grow  weary  of  the  sermon,  which,  with  the 
best  intentions,  they  cannot  understand,  and  so  gain 
false  impressions  from  the  first.  My  little  brother, 
who  is  seven  years  old,  has  never  been  to  church/' 

"  Happy  father  !"  exclaimed  the  doctor,  "  to  be  able 
to  carry  this  out." 

"  Why,  what  prevents  you  from  letting  your  children 
shoot  up,  morally,  like  mushrooms?"  inquired  the 
baroness  maliciouslv. 

"I  can  answer  that  in  a  very  few  words.  I  have 
six  children,  and  am  not  rich  enough  to  employ  a  tutor 
for  them.  My  profession  prevents  my  educating  them 
myself,  and  I  am  obliged  to  send  them  to  the  public 
schools  and  submit,  with  them,  to  the  rules  of  the 
institution,  among  which  is  included  attendance  of  the 
little  ones  at  school.  And  it  is  the  same  thing  with 
another  conviction — reading  of  the  Bible  by  the 
children  themselves.  The  Bible  does  not  belong  in 
their  small  hands.  As  the  foundation  of  their  later 
life  and  activity,  it  should  be  surrounded  for  their 
childhood  with  an  unapproachable  halo.  The  child, 
with  rare  exceptions,  seeks  entertainment  much  more 
than  earnest  instruction,  and  has  a  propensity  for 
burrowing  after  precisely  what  is  concealed  from  it. 
So  I  know,  and  observant  teachers  know,  too,  that  the 
little  folks  sitting  with  the  book  upon  their  knees, 
and  praised  for  it  by  their  heedless  parents,  by  no 
means  always  hunt  up  the  text  of  the  last  sermon,  but 
are  far  more  apt  to  point  out  to  one  another  forbidden 
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words  which  the  refined  and  moral  mother  at  home 
never  permits  to  reach  her  ears,  the  meaning  of  which 
is  expounded,  however,  clearly  enough  by  children 
who,  coming  from  coarse  homes,  learn  from  rough 
parents  or  servants  more  than  is  wholesome  for  them. 
And  even  assuming  that  this  last  calamity  does  not 
happen,  and  the  child  asks  its  mother  the  meaning  of 
the  strange  word,  a  sensible  woman  will  know  how  to 
help  herself,  but  will,  nevertheless,  be  obliged  to  forbid 
the  child  to  use  the  word.  Do  but  think  of  the  Song 
of  Solomon — and  so  arise  the  first  doubts,  and  scruples 
in  the  young  mind  spring  up  and  strike  root  all  the 
more  deeply  because  the  uncultivated  moral  nature 
and  immature  reason  offer  no  counterpoise." 

At  this  point  Baroness  Lessen  arose  with  an  im- 
patient gesture.  Two  bright  red  spots  had  gradually 
appeared  upon  her  full  pale  cheeks,  and  these  were 
danjrer-sio-nals  of  wrath  to  come  for  all  who  knew  her. 
Fraulein  von  Walde  therefore  arose  also,  having  re- 
mained passive  during  the  whole  conversation,  offered 
her  cousin  her  arm,  and  conducted  her  to  the  window, 
asking  her  whether  it  would  be  agreeable  to  her  to 
have  Elizabeth  play. 

This  lightning-conductor  received  a  nod  of  approval, 
chiefly,  perhaps,  because  the  baroness  knew  that  she 
was  not  equal  to  a  debate  with  the  doctor.  Her  indig- 
nation must  have  been  observed  by  all,  and  it  was  the 
lovely  music,  therefore,  which  mollified  her  and  in- 
duced her  not  to  crush  to  earth  the  doctor's  outrageous 
attacks  upon  her  zeal  in  the  service  of  the  Lord,  a  part 
of  which  consisted  in  bestowing,  with  her  own  hands, 
copies  of  the  Bible  upon  poor  children.  She  withdrew 
to  a  window  and  stared  out  upon  the  landscape,  upon 
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which  the  first  shadows  of  descending  night  were 
settling.  Her  face  was  coldly  cruel,  as  faces  with 
water-blue,  blond-lashed  eyes  are  apt  to  be.  A  deep 
wrinkle  folded  the  corners  of  her  mouth,  a  sigrn  of 
anger  which  did  not  disappear  when  Schubert's  "  Erl 
King"  was  played  with  masterly  skill  by  the  two 
ladies.  The  tones  died  upon  this  breast  unfelt,  as  the 
music  of  the  waves  upon  the  rocky  shore. 

When  the  last  chord  died  away  the  ladies  arose,  and 
the  doctor,  who  had  been  listening  in  silence,  hastened 
to  them.  His  eyes  glowed,  he  thanked  them  enthusi- 
astically for  the  pleasure  which,  he  said,  he  had  not 
experienced  in  many  years.  Here  Fraulein  von  Lehr's 
face  became  purple  and  her  mamma  shot  glances  like 
poisoned  arrows  at  the  luckless  enthusiast.  Had  not 
her  daughter  played  several  times  during  the  preceding 

winter  at  concerts  for  philanthropic  purposes  in  L , 

and  had  he  not  been  present  upon  every  occasion  ? 
But  the  doctor  seemed  not  to  notice  the  thunderstorm 
he  had  conjured  up.  He  spoke  in  detail  of  Schubert's 
superb  creations,  and  betrayed  fine  judgment  and 
cultivated  appreciation  of  music. 

Suddenly,  with  a  heavy  blow,  a  full  chord  was  struck 
upon  the  piano,  as  though  fingers  of  bone  were  pound- 
ing the  keys.  The  chatting  groups  turned  in  alarm  to 
the  source  of  the  sound.  The  chaplain  was  sitting  at 
the  piano,  with  head  erect  and  distended  nostrils,  about 
to  drop  both  hands  upon  the  keys  for  a  second  thun- 
dering chord.  He  opened  an  exquisite  choral,  which, 
in  consequence  of  the  atrocious  performance,  became 
a  torture  for  cultivated  ears.  This  might,  perhaps, 
have  been  endured,  but  he  joined  in,  to  Elizabeth's 
distress,  with  a  wretched  nasal  voice,  and  this  was  too 
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much.  The  doctor  seized  his  hat  and  bowed  his  adieux 
to  Helene  and  the  baroness.  The  latter  turned  her 
face  toward  the  window  and  waved  her  hand  negli- 
gently in  token  of  dismissal.  An  incomparable  ex- 
pression of  humor  flitted  over  the  doctor's  face.  He 
pressed  Elizabeth's  hand  heartily  at  taking  leave,  and 
bowed  politely  to  the  others.  As  soon  as  the  door  had 
closed  behind  him  the  baroness  arose  and  strode  ex- 
citedly to  Helene,  who  was  leaning  quietly  back  in  her 
sofa  corner. 

"  Insufferable !"  she  cried,  and  her  sharp  voice 
sounded  husky,  as  though  the  wrath  within  contracted 
her  throat,  while  she  fastened  her  piercing  eye  upon 
the  young  girl,  who  raised  a  timid  and  distressed  face 
to  meet  the  blast.  "  And  you  suffer  it  without  resist- 
ance, Helerte,"  she  continued,  "  that  here  in  your  rooms 
our  privileges  of  rank,  our  feminine  dignity,  the 
holiest  that  we  cherish  and  tend,  is  trodden  under 
foot?" 

"  But,  dear  Amalie,  I  do  not  see " 

"You  will  not  see,  child,  in  your  inexhaustible 
patience  and  long-suffering,  that  this  doctor  insults  me 
whenever  he  can.  I  must  bear  it,  because  it  does  not 
happen  in  ray  own  house,  and  because,  as  a  good 
Christian,  I  prefer  to  suffer  and  endure  wrong  rather 
than  use  the  unseemly  weapon  of  revenge.  But  this 
good-nature  comes  to  an  end  when  our  Lord  is  attacked 
in  his  divine  right.  Then  we  must  battle  and  strive 
and  not  be  weary.  It  is  truly  blasphemous  that  this 
man,  sansfaco?i,  takes  his  hat  and  leaves  the  room 
with  a  great  noise,  while  our  souls  are  moved  by  the 
loftiest  thoughts  of  music  through  the  choral." 

She  had  grown  louder  and  more  excited,  and  did  not 
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reflect  that  at  that  moment  she  was  utterly  destroying 
the  effect  of  an  octave's  run  executed  by  the  unwearied 
singer  at  the  piano. 

"  Oh  !  you  must  not  take  it  so  ill  of  the  doctor,"  said 
Fraulein  von  Walde ;  "  he  is  not  master  of  his  time, 

and  must  perhaps  still  visit  patients  in  L .     He 

really  wished  to  go  before  we  began  to  play." 

"  Nevertheless,  the  heathen  spooks  of  the  '  Erl  King' 
made  the  excellent  man  forget  his  patients,"  said  the 
baroness  mockingly.  "Well,  I  submit.  It  lies,  alas, 
in  our  wretched  day  and  generation,  that  the  repre- 
sentatives of  unbelief  rule." 

"  But,  good  heavens,  Amalie,  what  do  you  want  ? 
You  know  only  too  well  that  Fels  is  indispensable  to 
me ;  he  is  the  first  and  only  physician  who  has  suc- 
ceeded in  lessening  my  physical  suffering,"  cried 
Helene,  and  her  eyes  were  moist  and  her  usually  pale 
cheeks  red. 

"  I  thought,  my  Fraulein,"  slowly  and  solemnly  be- 
gan Frau  von  Lehr,  who  had  hitherto  sat  watching 
and  listening  like  a  spicier  in  a  corner, "  the  welfare  of 
the  soul  must  be  considered  first  of  all ;  the  care  for 
physical  well-being  comes,  to  my  way  of  thinking,  in 

the   second  place.     Besides,  L possesses   several 

excellent  physicians,  who  compare  very  favorably  in 
the  matter  of  learning  with  Fels.     Believe  me,  dear 

Fraulein,  it  is  often  painful  to  the  faithful  in  L to 

see  this  acknowledged  opponent  going  in  and  out  of 
your  house  as  your  friend  and  counsellor." 

"  Even  if  I  wished  to  make  the  sacrifice  of  engaging 
another  physician,"  replied  Helene,  "  I  dare  not  take 
the  step  without  the  consent  of  my  brother.  And 
there  I  should  meet  with  the  most  emphatic  resistance. 


GOLD  ELSIE.  85 

I  know,  for  Rudolph  has  a  very  high  opinion  of  the 
doctor,  and  places  entire  confidence  in  him." 

"  Yes,  more's  the  pity !"  cried  the  baroness ;  "  that  is 
a  weak  side  of  Rudolph's  character,  which  I  have  never 
been  able  to  understand.  "  With  his  so-called  courage, 
which  ought  properly  to  be  called  impudence,  this 
Doctor  Fels  actually  makes  an  impression  upon  him. 
I  wash  my  hands  of  the  matter,  but  for  the  future  I 
shall  not  receive  him,  and  I  herewith  excuse  myself 
from  being  present  when  he  visits  you."' 

Fraulein  von  Walde  did  not  reply.  She  arose  and 
cast  a  troubled  glance  about  the  room,  as  though  she 
missed  something.  Elizabeth  thought  the  look  was 
meant  for  von  Hollfeld,who  had  gone  away  unobserved 
some  time  before. 

The  baroness  picked  up  her  lace  shawl,  and  Frau 
von  Lehr  and  her  daughter  prepared  to  depart.  Each 
whispered  some  amiable  nothings  to  the  chaplain,  who 
had  finished  his  performance  and  was  now  standing 
rubbing  his  hands  in  embarrassment.  Then  thev  and 
the  baroness  took  leave  of  Helene,  who  wished  them 
good-night  in  an  exhausted  voice. 

As  Elizabeth  went  downstairs  she  saw  von  Hollfeld 
standing  in  an  opposite  dimly-lighted  corridor.  He 
;had  turned  over  the  leaves  of  an  album  during  his 
mother's  angry  outburst  and  had  not  participated  in 
the  conversation.  This  seemed  to  Elizabeth  simply 
detestable,  for  she  had  eagerly  wished  that  he  would 
stand  by  Helene  and  make  an  end  of  the  baroness'  ill- 
behavior  by  a  manly  word.  It  displeased  her  still 
more  to  discover  that  he  was  staring  uninterruptedly 
at  her  over  the  book.  It  was  possible  that  he  had 
read  in  her  face  her  disapproval  of  his  conduct,  but 
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she  thought  he  had  been  glowering  at  her  long  enough 
for  that.  At  last  she  felt  herself  blushing  violently 
under  his  gaze,  and  was  the  more  angry  at  herself  for 
so  doing  because  it  had  happened  several  times  before, 
always  in  spite  of  herself.  Some  peculiar  accident 
involved  her  in  always  meeting  von  Hollfeld  on  the 
way  home  from  Lindhof  to  Gnadeck.  On  the  stairs, 
in  the  corridor  or  in  the  neighborhood  of  some  group 
of  shrubbery  from  which  he  emerged,  somewhere  he 
was  sure  to  be.  Why  this  at  last  became  annoying  to 
her  she  did  not  know.  And  she  did  not  brood  over  it, 
usually  forgetting  the  meeting  before  she  reached 
home.  And  now  here  he  was  standing  in  the  dimly- 
lighted  corridor.  A  broad-brimmed  hat,  pressed  low 
over  his  brow,  half  covered  his  face,  and  a  light  sum- 
mer jacket  replaced  his  dark  overcoat.  He  seemed  to 
have  been  waiting  for  something,  and  when  Elizabeth 
reached  the  last  step  he  walked  rapidly  toward  her  as 
though  he  wished  to  speak  to  her. 

At  that  moment  Frau  and  Fraulein  von  Lehr  ap- 
peared upon  the  upper  landing  of  the  staircase.  "  Ah ! 
Herr  von  Hollfeld,"  called  the  old  lady,  "  are  you 
going  to  walk  V 

The  young  man's  features,  which  had  seemed  to 
Elizabeth  surprisingly  excited  and  eager,  instantly 
assumed  an  expression  of  calm  indifference. 

"  I  have  just  come  from  the  garden,"  he  replied,  in  a 
peculiar,  careless  tone,  •'  where  I  was  refreshing  myself 
in  the  mild  night  air.  Conduct  Fraulein  Ferber  home," 
he  said  to  the  servant  who  emerged  for  that  purpose 
from  the  butler's  room  equipped  with  a  dark-lantern. 
Then,  with  a  low  bow  to  the  two  ladies,  he  strode 
away  through  the  corridor. 
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"  What  a  good  thing  it  is  that  to-morrow  will  be 
Sunday,"  said  Elizabeth,  an  hour  later,  sitting  upon 
the  edge  of  her  mother's  bed  and  making  her  report 
upon  the  events  of  the  day.  "  Then  I  can  wash,  in 
our  dear,  simple  Lindhof  church,  the  ugly  impression 
out  of  my  soul  that  the  last  few  hours  have  left  upon 
it.  I  never  could  have  believed  that  I  should  feel  any 
other  emotion  on  hearing  the  choral  than  that  of 
elevation,  of  worship.  But  to-day  I  was  overcome 
with  anger,  felt  myself  wounded  in  my  inmost  soul, 
when — in  the  midst  of  the  rattle  of  tea-cups,  when  the 
company  had  been  sitting  for  hours  in  judgment,  in  no 
very  charitable  spirit,  u  pon  the  good  name  of  their 
neighbors — suddenly  the  hymn  resounded  that  I  have 
been  used  to  hearing  only  in  hours  of  sacred  medita- 
tion. Behind  this  Christian  zeal  there  is  measureless 
love  of  power — that  I  saw  to-day.  But  if  it  affects 
others  as  it  does  me,  the  success  of  the  proselytes  must 
be  slim.  How  is  it,  mother,  have  not  I  inherited  some 
vein  of  rebellion  ?  To-day,  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life,  I  felt  an  irresistible  inclination  to  defiance  and 
contradiction." 

Finally  she  remembered  Herr  von  Hollfeld  and  his 
extraordinary  conduct  in  the  hall,  and  added  the 
reflection  that  she  could  not  imagine  what  he 
wanted. 

"  Do  not  let  us  worry  our  heads  about  that,"  said 
Frau  Ferber.  "  If  he  should  ever  take  it  into  his  head 
to  offer  to  escort  you  home,  decline  under  all  circum- 
stances to  allow  him  to  do  so.  Do  you  hear  me, 
Elizabeth  ?" 

"  But,  dear  mother,  what  are  you  thinking  of  V  cried 
the  young  girl  laughing.     "  It  is  rather  to  be  expected 
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that  the  skies  will  fall  than  that  he  will  offer  to  do 
such  a  thing.  He  let  Frau  and  Fraulein  von  Lehr, 
who  certainly  count  themselves  among  the  distin- 
guished people,  go  home  alone,  and  he  surely  never 
would  so  far  condescend  toward  my  simple  self." 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

About  a  week  after  the  arrival  of  his  relations  the 
forester  promulgated  a  new  house-law,  which  he  said 
was  most  kindly  received  by  his  minister,  and  by  virtue 
of  which  the  Ferber  family  was  required  to  dine  every 
Sunday  at  the  Lodge.  These  were  happy  days  for 
Elizabeth.  The  walk  to  church  usually  began  long 
before  the  first  church-bells  rang.  Clad  in  her  flutter- 
ing white  dress,  her  soul  elated  with  that  sweet  pre- 
sentiment of  youth,  as  though  a  bright  day  never 
could  bring  anything  but  happiness,  Elizabeth  walked 
in  advance  of  her  parents,  awaiting  in  pleasant  expec- 
tation the  moment  at  which  the  gold  ball  upon  Lind- 
hof  church  steeple  would  gleam  among  the  trees  in 
the  valley  far  below.  Then  the  church-goers,  emev* 
ing  from  the  silent  paths  that  opened  from  right  an  ' 
left  into  their  own,  began  to  join  them  with  greeting 
and  handshaking  until  they  emerged,  a  goodly  com- 
pany, upon  the  meadow  in  front  of  the  church,  where 
the  forester  was  usually  waiting.  By  this  time  the 
church-bells  were  ringing.  The  forester  greeted  the 
family  with  joyful  hat  waving  and  sparkling  eyes.  In 
every  movement  of  his  tall  frame,  in  his  whole  car- 
riage, there  was  revealed  that  unbending  truthfulness 
which  does  not  shrink  before  the  greatest ;  that  ex- 
pression of  manly  strength  and  manly  will  which 
leads  us  to  expect  great  determination,  bold  deeds,  but 
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never  the  delicate  emotions  of  a  rich,  deep  soul. 
Elizabeth  thought  it  indescribably  touching  when  the 
firm,  direct  glance  of  her  uncle  melted  under  the 
influence  of  some  tender  feeling.  And  she  had  fre- 
quent opportunity  to  observe  the  metamorphosis,  for  she 
had  become  the  apple  of  his  eye.  He  had  never  had 
children,  and  now  bestowed  upon  his  brother's  child 
all  the  fatherly  tenderness  of  which  his  rich,  full  heart 
was  capable,  feeling  pride  that  this  child  was  in  many 
respects  intellectually  akin  to  him,  however  much  the 
qualities  of  his  own  character  were  refined  in  her  by 
the  transmuting  power  of  true  womanliness. 

Elizabeth  rewarded  his  love  with  childlike  devotion 
and  tender  care.  She  soon  discovered  all  that  be- 
longed to  his  domestic  comfort,  and  lent  a  hand  where 
Sabine's  discernment  or  efficient  hand  did  not  suffice. 
But  she  did  this  so  inconspicuously,  and  with  such 
tact,  that  the  old  servant  was  never  hurt,  while  around 
the  forester  there  blossomed  out  a  wholly  new,  cozy 
life  since  Elizabeth  knew  how  to  humor  his  small 
whims  tactfully. 

On  the  way  home  from  church,  which  was  usually 
traversed  in  common,  the  forester  led  Elizabeth  by 
the  hand,  "  like  a  little  schoolgirl,"  as  she  said,  and  it 
did  look  so,  precisely.  The  excellent  sermon  just  heard 
gave  rise  to  a  lively  exchange  of  thought,  the  birds 
sang  in  the  thicket,  as  though  it  were  their  good  right 
to  put  in  a  word,  and  through  the  tangled  tree:tops 
green-gold  rays  played  upon  the  head  of  the  strollers. 
At  the  farthest  end  of  the  long,  dusky  forest  path,  for 
it  was  a  very  narrow  one  that  led  from  Lindhof  to  the 
Lodge,  twinkled,  like  a  golden  point,  the  bright,  sunny 
clearing  in  the  midst  of  which  stood  the  forester's 
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home.  At  every  step  the  little  picture  grew  more  dis- 
tinct, until  it  became  possible  to  recognize  Sabine 
lingering  in  the  doorway,  one  corner  of  her  white 
apron  turned  back,  shading  her  eyes  with  her  hand, 
looking  for  the  returning  church-goers,  and  ready  to 
dart  into  the  house  the  moment  she  saw  them,  for  she 
must  stand  behind  the  smoking  soup  tureen  under  the 
bushes,  like  a  conscientious  commander  of  a  fort  upon 
his  ramparts,  in  faithful  performance  of  duty. 

But  to-day  Sabine  had  arranged  an  especially 
delicious  repast.  Beside  the  soup  stood  a  purple 
pyramid  of  wild  strawberries,  which  the  small  Ernst 
and  the  tall  Elizabeth  greeted  with  equal  rejoicing. 
The  forester  laughed  at  the  enthusiasm  of  the  large 
and  the  small  child,  and  thought  he  must  not  fall 
behind  Sabine  in  the  matter  of  surprises.  He  there- 
fore promised  to  harness  the  brown  horse  and  drive 

Elizabeth,  as  he  had  long  proposed  to  do,  to  L , 

where  he  had  some  business  to  attend  to.  The 
proposition  was  accepted  by  the  young  girl  with  un- 
mixed delight. 

At  table  she  related  the  experiences  of  the  previous 
evening.     Her  uncle  shook  with  laughter. 

"  The  doctor  is  a  daring  fellow,"  he  cried  ;  "  but  what 
is  the  use?  He  has  drunk  his  last  cup  of  tea  at 
Lindhof." 

"  Impossible,  uncle  !  It  would  be  outrageous  !"  pro- 
tested Elizabeth.  "  Fraulein  von  Walde  cannot  and 
will  not  consent  to  that.  She  will  resist  with  all  her 
might." 

"  Well,"  he  replied,  "1  only  wish  we  could  ask  the 
Fraulein,  on  the  spot,  what  her  present  opinion  of  the 
doctor  is.     You  would  be  astonished.     How  should  a 
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strong  soul  dwell  in  such  a  frail  habitation  ?  That 
dominating  female  will  soon  dispose  of  her,  and  every 
other  check  is  wanting,  for  '  Heaven  is  high  and  the 
czar  far  away,'  as  Russians  say.  How  is  it,  Sabine. 
We  have  seen  strange  things,  have  we  not,  since  the 
baroness  has  been  at  the  helm  ?" 

"  Yes,  indeed,  master,"  responded  the  old  woman, 
who  was  just  placing  a  steaming  dish  upon  the  table  ; 
"  when  I  think  of  the  poor  tailoress — that  is,  a  day- 
laborer's  widow  in  Lindhof  village,"  she  said,  turning 
to  the  others,  "  who  had  always  worked  faithfully,  and 
no  one  had  anything  to  say  against  her.  But  she  has 
four  little  children  to  support,  poor  soul,  and  lives 
from  hand  to  mouth.  Once,  last  winter,  she  was  very 
badly  off ;  she  did  not  know  how  she  should  get 
enough  for  the  children  to  eat,  and  did  something 
that  was  not  right — she  took  an  apron  full  of  potatoes 
from  a  field  belonging  to  the  castle.  Linke,  the  over- 
seer, was  hiding  behind  a  bush.  To  see  her  and  jump 
out  and  beat  her  were  one  and  the  same  thing.  Even 
if  he  had  been  satisfied  with  giving  her  a  little  re- 
minder, it  would  not  have  been  so  bad,  but  he  kept  on, 
and  even  trod  on  her  with  his  boots.  I  had  something 
to  do  at  Lindhof  just  then,  and  as  I  went  through  the 
cherry  trees  by  the  village  I  saw  some  one  lying  on  the 
ground.  It  was  poor  widow  Schneider.  She  had  a 
dreadful  hemorrhage,  could  not  move,  and  was  all  alone. 
I  called  some  people,  who  helped  me  carry  her  home. 
The  forester  was  away  at  the  time,  but  I  thought  he 
would  not  take  it  ill,  and  I  took  care  of  her  as  well  as 
I  knew  how.  The  people  in  the  village  were  furious 
at  the  overseer,  but  what  could  they  do  ?  It  was  said 
the  man  would  be  prosecuted,  but  that  you  can  wait 
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long  for.  Linke  is  one  of  the  pious,  the  baroness' 
right  hand  ;  rolls  his  eyes  and  does  everything  in  the 
name  of  the  Lord.  It  never  would  do  to  have  the 
people  know  that  such  a  God-fearing  person  can  be 
right  down  inhuman  at  times,  so  the  baroness  drove 
into  the  town  every  day  and  was  very  condescending. 
In  short,  the  matter  was  hushed  up,  and  poor  widow 
Schneider,  who  to  this  day  cannot  go  about,  has  had 
to  suffer,  and  never  a  bit  nor  a  sup  has  been  sent  to 
her  or  her  children  during  all  her  long,  hard  illness 
from  the  castle.  Yes,  the  overseer  and  the  old  lady's 
maid  at  Lindhof  carry  things  with  a  high  hand.  They 
sit  and  spy  during  the  Bible  hour  and  the  castle  chapel 
service,  and  notice  industriously  who  is  absent,  and 
that  has  cost  many  a  respectable  person  his  work  at 
the  castle." 

"  Well,  we  won't  make  ourselves  any  more  indignant 
at  present,"  said  the  forester.  "Ever}''  bite  I  take 
turns  bitter  when  I  think  of  these  things,  and  our 
beautiful  Sunday,  that  I  rejoice  over  the  whole  week, 
must  have  no  other  shadow  than  the  harmless  little 
white  clouds  up  yonder  cast  upon  it." 

Soon  after  dinner  a  little  equipage  drew  up  at  the 
door.  The  forester  stepped  into  it,  and  like  a  light- 
ning-flash Elizabeth  was  at  his  side.  Nodding  parting 
greetings  to  those  left  behind,  she  cast  a  fleeting 
glance  at  the  house.  But  she  was  terrified  to  the 
depths  of  her  soul  by  the  eyes  that  were  fastened  upon 
her  from  the  top  story.  The  head  vanished  instantly, 
but  Elizabeth  had  recognized  the  mute  Bertha,  and 
had  seen  that  her  look  of  rage  and  hate  was  meant  for 
herself,  though  she  could  not  conceive  the  cause  of  the 
enmity.     Bertha    had   hitherto  maintained  the  most 
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strenuous  reserve  toward  the  Ferber  family,  never 
having  been  visible,  often  as  Elizabeth  went  to  the 
Lodge.  She  ate  alone  in  her  room  since  the  forester 
had  invited  regular  guests  for  Sunday,  and  he  let  her 
do  so.  Perhaps  he  was  very  well  pleased  that  the  two 
girls  did  not  come  together. 

Frau  Ferber  made  a  solitary  attempt  to  approach 
the  young  girl.  Her  warm,  womanly  heart  found  it 
impossible  to  believe  that  defiance  and  ill-will  could 
be  the  impelling  motives  of  Bertha's  extraordinary 
conduct.  She  suspected  a  deep  inward  depression, 
some  trouble  which  made  the  girl  indifferent  to  her 
surroundings,  or  so  irritable  that  she  might  prefer 
silence  to  speaking  for  fear  of  conflict.  She  hoped 
that  gentle  words,  friendly  approach,  might  loosen  the 
seal  upon  Bertha's  lips.  But  she  fared  no  better  than 
Elizabeth.  The  girl's  demeanor  incensed  her  to  such 
a  degree  that  she  forbade  her  daughter  any  further 
attempt  in  the  same  direction. 

The  end  of  the  drive  was  speedily  reached. 

L was  a  veritable  diminutive  provincial  city,  and 

was  not  in  any  way  ashamed  of  being  such,  though 
the  court  resided  there  from  the  appearance  of  the 
first  primrose  to  the  departure  of  the  last  leaves  in 
autumn,  and  the  principal  inhabitants  spent  great  in- 
dustry and  energy  in  the  endeavor  to  attain  a  citified 
tone  in  their  social  life  and  also  in  the  matter  of  the 
fashions.  But  the  loud  rumblings  of  the  lumbering 
team  of  economy,  vigorously  driven,  was  not  to  be 
merged  in  the  rustlings  of  crinoline,  however  elegant. 
The  honest  poultry  that  strayed,  in  all  security,  from 
the  broad  doors  of  the  houses  to  seek  their  daily  bread 
between  the  uneven  stones  of  the  sidewalk  and  in  the 
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turf  beyond,  turned  to  proud  peacocks  as  little  as  their 
neighbors,  the  ducks,  who  swam  happily  along  the 
bosom  of  the  little  brook  that  cut  the  town  in  two, 
laid  claim  to  the  majestic  beauty  of  swans. 

The  position  of  the  little  city  was  undeniably  charm- 
ing. In  the  midst  of  a  not  very  broad  valley,  clustered 
about  the  foot  of  an  elevation,  the  top  of  which  was 
crowned  by  the  imposing  princely  castle,  it  lay  deeply 
imbedded  in  the  dark  green  of  ancient  lindens,  en- 
wreathed  in  spring  with  a  very  ocean  of  blossoms 
from  the  orchards. 

The  forester  conducted  Elizabeth  to  the  house  of  an 
assessor  of  his  acquaintance.  Here  she  was  to  await 
the  completion  of  his  business.  Though  heartily  wel- 
comed by  the  iady  of  the  house,  the  young  girl  would 
vastly  have  preferred  to  hasten  down  the  stairs  after 
her  departing  uncle,  for  here,  to  her  vexation,  she 
found  herself  in  the  midst  of  a  large  group  of  ladies. 
The  assessor's  wife  told  her,  in  very  few  words,  that, 
in  honor  of  the  assessor's  birthday,  pictures  from 
mythological  subjects  were  to  be  represented,  and  that 
the  ladies  had  assembled  for  the  purpose  of  represent- 
ing the  female  figures.  Eight  or  ten  ladies  in 
mythological  costumes  were  engaged  in  vigorous 
conversation  around  the  coffee-table  in  the  midst  of  a 
prettily  decorated  room.  When  the  newcomer  en- 
tered all  eyes  were  fastened  upon  her,  trying  to  pene- 
trate to  the  innermost  fold  of  her  simple  dress. 

All  the  goddesses,  without  exception,  had  willingly 
subjected  themselves  to  the  scepter  of  the  empress  of 
France,  and  their  white  robes  descended  over  wide 
crinolines  ;  "  for,"  said  Ceres,  a  rather  compact  blonde, 
upon  whose   flushed   brow   a    whole   harvest  waved, 
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"  one  would  be  a  scandalous  spectacle,  and  indeed  it 
would  be  a  physical  impossibility,  without  this  support, 
to  fasten  the  ears  of  corn  and  bunches  of  roses  upon 
one's  skirt."  How  the  original  Ceres  helped  herself 
out  of  this  difficulty,  in  the  days  of  her  glory,  was  a 
problem  which  offered  new  interest  after  this  declara- 
tion. 

Perhaps  the  lamplight  may  have  been  so  considerate 
as  to  throw  a  harmonizing  hue  over  the  truly  remark- 
able arrangement  of  some  of  the  toilets.  But  the 
afternoon  sun  was  remorseless,  and  showed  up,  with 
cruel  truthfulness,  every  scrap  of  gold  paper  pasted 
on,  every  calico  gown  that  undertook  to  do  duty  as 
satin,  and  every  basted  stitch  of  the  long,  improvised 
tunics.  In  Venus'  girdle  there  shone  several  jeweled 
Rococo  shoe-buckles,  and  the  wabbling  crescent  moon 
upon  Diana's  head  revealed  its  pasteboard  back  at 
every  movement  of  the  deity's  head. 

The  hostess  moved  about  busily,  interpolating  a 
word  here  and  there  in  the  conversation  of  the  ladies. 

"  There  we  have  it,"  she  said,  returning,  after  being 
absent  from  the  room  for  some  time.  "  Frau  Councillor 
Wolf  sends  word  that  her  Adolph  cannot  take  part  to- 
day, because  he  has  a  fever  and  is  in  bed.  After  this 
Job's  comfort,  I  ran  over  to  Dr.  Fels  myself,  but  I 
could  move  a  millstone  from  its  place  more  easily  than 
I  can  induce  that  man  to  swerve  from  his  principles 
of  education.  He  repeated  his  former  refusal,  and  that 
in  so  offensive  a  way  that  I  am  quite  beside  myself. 
For  half-grown  boys  like  his  Moritz,  he  thinks  such 
participation  wholly  unsuitable,  calculated  to  give  them 
a  too  exalted  opinion  of  their  small  selves,  distracting 
them  from  their  school  tasks,  and  goodness  knows  what 
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more  besides.  He  thought  most  impertinently  that  I 
should  have  done  much  better  to  give  my  sick  husband 
his  favorite  dish  (sick,  indeed,  when  he's  as  well  as  can 
be,  except  his  trifling  rheumatism),  instead  of  teasiT,<y 
him  with  mummery  that  only  robs  him  of  his  much 
needed  rest  and  comfort,  and  that  there  is  no  sense  in 
it  anyhow !" 

"  How  rude !  how  vulgar !  He  is  always  posing  as  a 
connoisseur  on  questions  of  art,  and  understands  le.s 
about  it  than  my  little  finger !"  resounded  id  wild  con- 
fusion throughout  the  group. 

"  Comfort  yourself  with  me,  dear  Adele,"  said  Ceres. 
"  If  my  husband  did  not  find  Fels  indispensable  as  a 
physician,  the  man  should  have  been  banished  from 
my  house  long  ago.  Last  winter  when  I  was  getting 
up  a  children's  masquerade,  which  certainly  turned  out 
charming^,  he  declined  the  invitation  for  his  children. 
And  what  did  he  say  to  me  when  I  went  personally  to 
ask  permission  for  the  little  girl — whether  it  really 
amused  me  to  watch  such  an  apes'  farce  ?  That  I  shall 
never  forget." 

The  doctor's  face  with  its  bright,  sarcastic,  smiling 
glance,  and  the  arrogant  trace  of  contempt  about  the 
fine  lips,  suddenly  presented  itself  before  Elizabeth's 
mind's  eye.  She  laughed  to  herself  at  his  brusque 
utterances,  but  the  depressing  thought  intruded  that  it 
is  most  difficult  to  act  according  to  one's  convictions. 

"But  what  can  you  expect,  Frau  Director?"  pro- 
tested Flora,  an  exceedingly  delicate,  languishing 
figure  with  a  pretty,  though  deathly  pale  face,  who 
had  thus  far  busied  herself  exclusively  with  smiling  at 
her  own  flower-draped  visage  in  the  mirror  opposite 
her.     "  He  treated  us  no  better.     He  told  my  parents, 
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a  couple  of  years  ago,  to  their  faces  that  it  was  not 
only  foolish,  but  unscrupulous — think  of  it — to  take 
me,  with  my  constitution,  to  a  ball  while  I  was  still  so 
young.  Papa  and  mamma  were  beside  themselves,  as 
though  they,  as  parents,  did  not  know  best  what  was 
good  for  their  children.  It  was  a  good  thing  that  we 
know  what  impelled  him  to  this  kind  care.  His 
youngest  sister  was  not  married  then,  and  for  such  as 
she  the  appearance  of  the  oncoming  generation  at  balls 
is  not  desirable.  My  father  would  have  dismissed 
the  man  at  once,  but  mamma  cannot  possibly  dispense 
with  his  professional  care.  "Well,  luckily,  my  parents 
did  not  follow  his  counsel,  and,  as  you  see,  I  am  still 
alive  I" 

The  silence  of  all  the  ladies  confirmed  Elizabeth's 
conviction  that  this  triumph  was  a  very  doubtful  one, 
and  that  this  delicate  being,  with  her  narrow,  hollow 
chest,  and  sickly  complexion, would  pay  a  heavy  penalty 
for  her  non-obedience  to  the  medical  behest. 

Suddenly  a  carriage  driving  slowly  down  the  street 
drew  the  bevy  to  the  window.  Elizabeth  could  view 
the  street  and  the  object  of  curiosity  from  her  seat. 
In  the  elegant  vehicle  sat  Baroness  Lessen  and  Fraulein 
von  Walde.  The  latter  was  leaning  toward  the 
assessor's  house,  apparently  counting  conscientiously 
the  windows  of  the  ground  floor.  Her  cheeks  were 
slightly  flushed,  which  was  always  a  sign  of  excite- 
ment. The  baroness,  on  the  contrary,  was  carelessly 
reclining,  for  her  neither  houses  nor  street  seemed  to 
exist. 

"  The  Lindhof  ladies,"  said  Ceres.  "  But,  heavens  ! 
what  is  the  meaning  of  that?  They  are  regularly 
ignoring  Dr.  Fels'  window !    There  stands  the  Frau 
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Doctor,  ha,  ha,  ha !  Do  look  at  the  long  face  she  is 
making.  She  began  to  bow  to  them,  but  the  ladies, 
unfortunately,  have  no  eyes  in  the  backs  of  their 
neads." 

Elizabeth  looked  at  the  opposite  house.  There 
stood  a  very  pretty  woman,  with  a  charming  little 
blond  creature  upon  her  arm.  There  was  indeed 
some  surprise  in  the  beautiful  blue  eyes  that  followed 
the  wagon,  but  long  the  delicate  oval  of  her  face  cer- 
tainly had  not  grown.  Drawn  by  a  movement  of  the 
child  that  had  spied  the  queerly  decorated  heads  at 
the  assessor's  window,  she  looked  over  and  nodded, 
smiling  roguishly  at  the  ladies,  who  replied  to  the 
friendly  greeting  by  kissing  their  hands  and  all  sorts 
of  tender  pantomime. 

"  Extraordinary !"  observed  the  Frau  Assessor. 
"What  can  have  induced  the  two  ladies  to  pass  by 
without  a  bow  ?  They  never  drove  through  this 
street  before  without  stopping.  The  Frau  Doctor 
stood  half  an  hour  at  a  time  at  the  carriage-door,  and 
Friiulein  von  Walde  seemed  to  enjoy  immensely  chat- 
ting with  her.  The  baroness  often  made  a  wry  face. 
Really  extraordinary !  Well,  the  future  will  reveal 
what  is  behind  all  this." 

"  Herr  von  Ilollfeld  must  have  remained  in  Olden- 
burg. He  was  with  the  ladies  this  morning  when 
they  drove  by,"  said  Diana. 

"  How  will  Fraulein  von  Walde  bear  the  separa- 
tion?" inquired  Diana  contemptuously. 

"  Why  so  ?"  asked  the  Frau  Assessor. 

11  Well,  if  you  do  not  know  that,  child  !"  cried  Ceres. 
"  What  he  thinks  and  feels  we  have  yet  to  learn,  it 
is  true ;  but  that  she  loves  him  passionately  is  beyond 
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all  doubt.  Besides,  it  may  be  taken  for  granted  that 
the  inclination  is  all  on  one  side,  for  how  could  it  be 
possible  that  so  dreadfully  crippled  a  being  could 
awaken  love  in  any  one,  and  especially  in  so  ice-cold 
a  man  as  Yon  Hollfeld,  who  passes  by  the  greatest 
beauties  unmoved  ?" 

"  Yes,  that  is  true,"  observed  Yenus,  with  a  glance 
at  the  mirror,  of  which,  however,  Flora,  in  spite  of 
her  leanness,  had  presumptuously  taken  complete 
possession. 

"  But  Fraulein  von  Walde  is  immensely  wealthy." 

"  He  can  have  the  wealth  more  easily,"  said  Flora, 
in  a  superior  tone.  uHe  is  the  presumable  heir  of 
brother  and  sister." 

"  The  sister,  you  mean  to  say,"  added  the  Frau 
Assessor.     "  Herr  von  Walde  is  not  too  old  to  marry." 

"  Oh  !  don't  come  with  him !"  cried  Ceres  angrily. 
"  The  woman  has  vet  to  be  born,  or  would  have  to 
descend  from  heaven  direct,  to  suit  him.  He  is  made 
up  of  sheer  arrogance,  and  has  still  less  heart  than  his 
cousin.  How  I  used  to  rage  at  him  when  I  was  a  girl 
— when  he  used  to  lean  against  the  door  at  the  court 
balls  with  his  arms  folded  as  though  they  had  grown 
together,  looking  down  at  the  assemblage  in  his  dis- 
tinguished manner !  Only  when  he  was  commanded 
by  the  princess  did  he  move  from  his  post,  and  even 
then  he  did  not  find  it  worth  while  to  conceal  the  fact 
that  he  did  not  care  a  straw  for  the  honor.  What  he 
must  think  of  her  at  whose  feet  he  will  place  the 
proud  name  von  Walde  we  know,  for  he  said  it  boldly 
enough.  Ancestors,  ancestors,  she  must  have,  and  if 
possible  a  genealogical  tree  going  back  to  the  men  and 
women  in  Noah's  ark." 
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They  all  laughed,  Elizabeth  being  the  only  excep- 
tion. Fraulein  von  Walcle's  behavior  had  made  a  deep 
impression  upon  her.  She  was  indignant,  and  felt  her 
views  of  human  nature  shocked.  Could  such  a  change 
'i.-ive  taken  place  in  a  few  hours?  For  others  with 
ess  ideal  views  the  incomprehensible  magic  which  the 
baroness  exercised  upon  Fraulein  van  Walde  would 
have  been  explained  by  the  ladies'  assertion  that  the 
vounff  girl  loved  the  baroness'  son.  But  not  so  for 
Elizabeth.  That  noble  feeling,  which  the  poets  of  all 
;i«es  and  zones  have  sung  with  enthusiasm  as  the  love- 
liest  of  earth,  could  not  possibly  be  the  mainspring  of 
ignoble  actions.  But  just  as  little  could  she  understand 
how  Ilerr  von  Hollfeld  had  aroused  such  a  feeling. 
She  judged,  from  her  own  individuality,  the  preference 
of  another,  but  whether  it  was  the  instinct  of  her 
noble,  womanly  nature,  or  that  rare,  quick  insight  for 
which  the  lines  of  the  face  and  the  threads  of  the  soul 
are  so  closely  united,  certain  it  is  that  here  her  estimate 
of  a  person  whom  she  had  scarcely  seen  was  perfectly 
correct. 

Herr  von  Hollfeld  was  emphatically  not  qualified  to 
realize  the  ideal  of  a  noble  womanly  soul.  He  pos- 
sessed neither  mind  nor  heart,  was  boundlessly  vain, 
and  desired  to  arouse  admiration  not  alone  by  his 
handsome  figure.  He  knew  very  well  that  most 
women  pardon  an  ugly  exterior  more  readily  than  the 
want  of  depth.  There  was,  therefore,  nothing  left 
him  but  the  assumption  of  that  determination  and 
reserve  of  demeanor  behind  which  the  world  is  inclined 
to  imagine  penetrating  discernment,  originality,  and 
strenuous  views.  There  was  no  man  in  the  world 
who  could  boast  of  standing  upon  a  confidential  foot- 
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ing  with  Herr  von  Hollfeld.  He  was  sly  to  ward  off 
every  eye  from  his  inner  man,  and  carefully  avoided 
conversation  with  men.  For  the  women  of  his  circle, 
his  rough  shell  answered  perfectly  to  awaken  confi- 
dence in  the  proverb,  "  the  sweeter  the  nut."  Herr  von 
Hollfeld  knew  how  to  calculate.  He  became  the  ob- 
ject of  silent  wishes  and  longings,  as  the  love  of  con- 
quering difficulties  finds  a  spur  in  every  obstacle. 
What  Hollf eld's  mind  lacked  in  strength  and  fire,  was 
richly  compensated  for  in  the  domain  of  the  lower 
passions,  among  which  avarice  and  sensual  love  had 
the  leading  roles. 

To  make  his  position  in  the  world  brilliant  and 
agreeable  he  shrunk  from  no  intrigue  ;  he  had  a  most 
fruitful  soil  for  it,  for  he  was  chamberlain  at  the  court 

of  L .     He  lied  and  deceived,  and  was  the  more 

dangerous  because  no  one  suspected  such  a  foe  behind 
his  brusque  dry  mask,  not  even  the  men  with  whom 
he  came  in  contact,  and  least  of  all  would  the  women 
have  admitted  that  where,  according  to  their  convic- 
tion, the  costly  pearl  of  love  shimmered  untouched,  in 
reality  an  impure  flame  was  smoldering. 

Elizabeth  was  glad  when  she  saw  her  uncle  turn  the 
corner  and  come  toward  the  house.  Drawing  a  deep 
breath  of  relief,  she  seated  herself,  at  last,  at  his  side 
in  the  wagon.  She  had  taken  off  her  hat  and  bathed 
her  heated  brow  in  the  deliciously  fresh  evening 
breeze  that  gently  fluttered  by.  The  last  ray  of  the 
sun  shone  upon  faintly  trembling  poplar  leaves  at  both 
sides  of  the  highway,  and  across  the  blossoming 
potato  fields  a  golden  mist  still  brooded,  but  the  forest 
that  clasped  Elizabeth's  beloved  home  in  its  trusty 
arms  lay  dark  and  dreary,  as  though  it  had  already 
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forgotten  the  sunny  life  that  had  that  very  day  glided 
into  its  inmost  heart. 

The  forester  cast  more  than  one  side-glance  at  vhe 
silent  young  girl.  Suddenly  he  took  whip  and  lines  in 
one  hand  and  Elizabeth's  chin  in  the  other,  and  turned 
her  face  to  his  own. 

"Heigh,  Elsie,  let  me  see,"  he  said.  "What,  the 
devil !  she's  got  two  wrinkles  on  her  brow  as  deep  as 
Sabine's  plow-furrow!"' What  happened  up  there?  Out 
with  it ;  you  have  been  vexed,  I  know/' 

"  No,  uncle  ;  it  was  not  vexation,  but  it  gave  me  pain 
to  find  how  right  vou  were  about  Friiulein  von 
Walde,"  responded  Elizabeth,  while  a  deep  blush  of 
excitement  spread  over  her  features. 

"  Hurt  that  I  was  right,  or  that  Friiulein  von  Walde 
did  wrong  ?"  asked  the  forester. 

"  Well,  to  speak  exactly,  because  what  you  prophe- 
sied was  evil " 

"Then  ought  you  to  be  angry  at  me,  properly 
speaking?  You  might  have  been  living  at  a  court 
where  it  is  a  punishable  offense  to  speak  truth  to  a 
good-for-nothing  superior.  Nay,  what  accident  won 
the  victory  for  my  despised  worldly  wisdom  ?" 

She  described  to  him  Ilelene's  conduct,  and  repeated 
the  ladies'  suspicious  utterances.  The  forester  smiled 
grimly. 

"Yes,  the  women,  the  women — and  especially  those 
down  there,"  said  he.  "They  have  people  married 
who  are  saying  '  good  day  '  for  the  first  time  in  their 
lives.  Nay,  in  this  case  they  may  be  right  enough, 
and  it's  something  I  have  not  yet  been  able  to 
comprehend." 

"  But,  uncle,  you  surely  don't  believe  that  a  human 
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being  gives   up   his   better   convictions   for  such   an 
inclination  ?" 

"  For  such  an  inclination,  child,  far  different  things 
have  happened,  and  however  much  I  may  disapprove 
of  Fraulein  von  Walde's  weakness  and  yielding,  I 
judge  her  more  mildly,  nevertheless.  There  is  a  power 
that  makes  us  forget  father  and  mother  for  the  sake 
of  a  stranger." 

"  Yes,  that  is  just  what  I  do  not  understand,  uncle, 
how  any  one  can  prefer  a  stranger  to  one's  own 
parents,"  replied  Elizabeth  eagerly. 

"  Hm !"  observed  the  forester,  and  let  the  whip  fall 
gently  upon  the  back  of  the  brown  horse  to  start  him 
off.  After  this  "  Hm !"  came  a  slight  chuckle,  and  the 
matter  was  dropped,  for  he  thought  very  truly :  "  If 
the  land  lies  so,  my  definition  of  love  will  not  be  under- 
stood, though  I  spoke  with  the  tongues  of  angels."  It 
was  a  long  time  since  he  carved  a  beloved  name  in  the 
bark  of  a  tree  and  forced  his  hoarse  voice  to  sing  love- 
songs  ;  since  he  strode  for  hours  through  forest  and 
over  mountain-side  to  earn  a  single  glimpse,  and  hated 
as  his  bitterest  enemy  him  who  dared  to  look  approval 
at  the  forester's  beloved.  He  now  looked  calmly  back 
and  rejoiced  over  that  mad  time.  But  describe  it, 
with  its  raging  waves  of  excited  feeling,  its  laughter 
and  tears,  hope  and  despair,  nay,  that  he  could  not. 

"  Do  you  see  the  black  line  above  the  forest  there?" 
he  asked,  after  a  long  silence,  pointing  to  the  moun- 
tains. 

"Yes,  indeed.  That  is  the  flagstaff  above  Castle 
Gnadeck.  I  discovered  it  before,  and  I  am  unspeak- 
ably thankful  at  this  moment  that  there  is  one  little 
spot  of  earth  where  we  belong,  a  spot  from  which  no 
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one  in  the  world  has  a  right  to  drive  us  away.     God 
be  thanked,  we  have  a  home." 

"  And  such  a  one  !"  said  the  forester,  letting  his  eye 
roam  over  the  region.  "  While  I  was  still  a  small  lad, 
the  longing  for  the  Thuringian  forest  was  strong  in 
me  because  of  my  grandfather's  tales.  He  had  spent 
his  youth  in  Thuringia,  and  shook  traditions  and  prov- 
erbs and  stories  of  his  old  home  out  of  his  sleeves. 
So,  when  I  had  mastered  my  trade,  I  came  hither.  In 
those  days  the  whole  forest  here  before  us  belonged 
to  the  Gnadewitzes ;  but  I  did  not  wish  to  serve  them. 
I  knew  their  sort  of  human  kind  from  my  father. 
I  was  the  first  Ferber  since  time  immemorial  who  had 
given  up  service  under  them,  and  I  got  work  from  the 
Prince  of  L .  The  heir  of  the  last  of  the  Gnade- 
witzes divided  the  great  forest  because  the  Prince  of 

L wished  to  increase  his  wood  domain,  and  was 

willing  to  pay  a  good  price  for  the  luxury.  And  so  it 
came  about  that  an  eager  wish  of  my  youth  was  ful- 
filled, for  I  am  living  now  in  the  house  that  was, 
properly  speaking,  the  cradle  of  the  Ferbers.  You 
knew  that  we  hail  from  Thuringia?" 

"Yes,  I  have  known  that  from  my  childhood." 

"  Do  you  know,  too,  the  story  of  our  origin  ?" 

«  No." 

"  Well,  it  was  rather  a  long  time  ago,  to  be  sure,  and 
I  may,  perhaps,  be  the  only  person  living  who  knows 
the  story ;  but  it  must  not  be  wholly  lost.  Remem- 
brance is  the  only  gratitude  we  posterity  can  show  a 
brave  deed,  so  you  shall  hear  it  and  tell  it  further. 
About  two  hundred  years  ago — you  see  Ave  can  trace 
back  our  genealogical  tree  a  good  way  ;  it's  only  a 
pity  that  we  cannot  say  who  was  our  first  mother ;  if, 


10g  GOLD  BLSIZ 

however,  you   should   ever  be   asked   about  her  by- 
Baroness  Lessen,  or  any  such  person,   you  can  say, 
with  a  good  conscience,  that  we  suspect  that  it  was, 
if  not  exactly  Gustel  von   Blase witz,  for   the   story 
began  in  the  Thirty  Years'  War,  at  least  a  file  du 
regiment ;  she  may  have  been  a  worthy,  godly  woman, 
too,  who  stood  by  her  husband  in  all  the  crisis  of  the 
war,  but  I  cannot  forgive  her  for  all  that — well,  then, 
about  two  hundred  years  ago  the  wife  of  the  hunts- 
man Ferber,  opening  the  door  in  the  early  morning— 
the  same  door  that  now  closes  upon   my  goods  and 
chattels— found  a  small  child   lying   upon    the   sill. 
Hisa,  she  slammed  the  door,  for   in  those  days  there 
were   gypsies  in  plenty   about   the    forest,   and   she 
thought  it  was  some   such   unclean  being.     But   her 
husband  was  more  Christian  ;  he  took  the  child  in  ;  it 
was  scarcely  a  day  old.     On  its  breast  lay  a  scrap  of 
paper  that  bore  a  prayer  for  care  for  the  little  boy 
who  was  born  in  wedlock,  and  baptized  with  the  name 
of  Hans,  and  later  more  would  be  known,  about  it. 
And  in  the  baby's  cushions  there   was  a  purse  with 
some  money.     The  huntsman's  wife  was  a  good  woman 
enough,  and  when  she  heard  that  the  boy  came  from 
Christian  parents,  and  was  probably  an  honest  soldier's 
child  that   the  parents  had  probably  left  to  her  to 
avoid  carrying  it  into  the  dangers  of  war,  she  took  it 
to  her  heart  and  brought  it  up  with  her  own  little 
daughter,  as  though  they  had  been  brother  and  sister. 
And  that  was  good-fortune  for  him,  for  no  human  soul 
of  his  relations  ever  troubled  himself  about  the  child. 
His  foster' father  adopted  him  later,  and  to  complete 
his  happiness,  he  led  home  his  beautiful  foster  sister  as 
his  bride.    He  and  his  son  and  his  grandson  lived  as 
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huntsmen  for  the  Gnadewitzes  in  my  present  dwelling, 

and  died  there,  too.     My  grandfather  was  the  first  to 

be  transferred  to  the  estate  in  Silesia.     I  was  always 

furious,  as  a  boy,  because   after   all  these  years  no 

countess-mother  turned  up,  recognized  in  the  babe  her 

wickedly  stolen  child,  and  conducted  him  in  state  to 

her  castle.     This  lacking  romantic  turn  in  the  fate  of 

our  ancestors  I  was  the  more  willing  to  give  up  later 

when  I  reflected  that  in  that  case  my  appearance  upon 

the   scene  would  have   been   very  doubtful,  and  my 

honest  name  pleased  me  too  well  for  me  to   wish  to 

bear  a  different  one.     But  it  was  in  a  wonderful  frame 

of  mind  that  I  first  crossed  this  threshold  upon  which 

the  little  foundling  passed  the  most  helpless  moment 

of   his  life.     His  natural  caretakers  had  abandoned  him, 

and  pity  had  not  yet  replaced  them.     That  foot-worn 

stone  is  beyond  a  doubt  the  same  upon  which  the  child 

lay,  and  as  long  as  I  live  in  the  house,  or  have  aught 

to  say  about  it,  it  shall  not  be  moved  from  its  place." 

Suddenly  the  forester  leaned  forward  and  pointed 

through    the  twigs,   for  they   were    alread}^   in   the 

forest. 

"  Do  you  see  the  white  spot  there?"  he  asked. 
The  white  spot  was  Sabine's  cap,  for  the  old  servant 
was  sitting  before  the  door  looking  for  the  return  of 
the  wanderers.  "When  she  saw  the  wagon  she  arose 
hastily,  shook  the  contents  of  her  apron,  a  mass  of 
forget-me-nots,  into  a  basket,  and  helped  Elizabeth 
out  of  the  wagon.  The  brown  horse  trotted,  neighing, 
around  the  house,  where  the  groom  was  waiting  in 
the  open  gate,  and  welcomed  the  animal  with  an 
affectionate  slap.  Hector  proceeded  to  roll  upon  the 
meadow,  and  the  doves  and  sparrows,  driven  away  by 
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the  noise,  gradually  returned,  and  hopped  confidently 
about  the  table  and  green  bencn  under  the  linden, 
where  the  forester  was  accustomed  to  take  his  break- 
fast and  supper,  and  that  the  small  parasites  knew 
very  well.  He  went  into  the  house  to  exchange  his 
uniform  for  a  comfortable,  loose  coat,  and  soon  re- 
turned, with  pipe  and  papers,  to  the  linden,  where 
Sabine  had  set  the  table. 

"  That  is  a  foolish  Sunday  occupation  for  such  an 
old  woman  as  I,  isn't  it  ?"  asked  the  housekeeper,  with 
a  smile,  passing  Elizabeth,  who,  sitting  upon  the 
threshold  now  grown  so  interesting,  had  taken  the 
basket  of  flowers  upon  her  lap  and  was  busily  braid- 
ing the  wreath  the  old  woman  had  begun.  "  But  I 
have  been  so  used  to  that  from  my  youth  up.  I  have 
two  little  black  pictures  in  my  room  ;  they  represent 
my  deceased  parents,  who  well  deserved  that  I  should 
honor  their  memory  and  give  them  a  fresh  wreath  as 
long  as  there  is  a  blossom  to  be  found.  A  couple  of 
children  from  Linclhof  bring  me  fresh  ones  every 
Sunday  ;  but  to-day  I  got  so  many  that  there  is  a 
wreath  for  my  Gold  Elsie  left  over.  If  you  lay  them 
in  a  dish  of  water  you  will  have  something  pretty  all 
the  week." 

Elizabeth  sat  awhile  longer  with  her  uncle  that  even- 
ing. A  whole  multitude  of  recollections  had  revived 
in  the  forester.  With  the  recital  of  the  two-hundred- 
year-old  family  history  many  plans,  decisions,  and  sen- 
sations of  his  youth  had  awakened,  which  he  now  re- 
viewed with  a  smile  of  pity.  They  had  been  driven 
about,  by  the  force  of  real  life,  like  chaff  before  the  wind, 
and  he  related  thetn  as  comfortably  as  one  standing 
upon  firm  ground  and  listening  to  the  distant  roaring 
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of  waves  which  cannot  harm  him.  Many  a  jest  or  a 
teasing  observation  came  between,  and  was  deftly 
parried  by  Elizabeth  or  Sabine  as  the  case  might  be. 

Meanwhile  a  clear  gleam  arose  behind  the  tree-tops, 
which  before  blended  in  a  formless  mass  with  the  dusky 
sky,  and  now  appeared  in  sharp  outlines  against  the 
glowing  background.  Single  lights  shot  like  silver 
arrows  through  the  intertwined  boughs,  and  lay  for  a 
timo  motionless  little  oases  upon  the  dark  meadow, 
until  at  last  the  moon  arose,  large  and  victorious,  above 
the  masses  of  foliage,  shedding  its  unhindered  rays 
upon  them  all.  The  slight  evening  breeze  had  long 
since  folded  up  the  young  leaves ;  the  sharp  outlines 
of  t-he  linden  trees  could  have  been  drawn  upon  the 
brilliant  meadow,  so  motionless  did  they  hang  above 
it.  The  more  clearly  sounded  the  splashing  of  the 
spring  in  the  courtyard,  and  the  faint  rustle  from  the 
forest,  which  Elizabeth  called  the  sleepy  rain  of  the 
woods. 

"  There !"  said  Sabine,  and  pressed  the  finished  for- 
get-me-not wreath  upon  Elizabeth's  brow.  "  You  can 
bring  it  home,  uncrushed,  in  this  way." 

"  Let  it  stay  there,"  said  the  young  girl,  rising,  with 
a  smile.  "  Thanks  for  the  drive.  Good-night,  uncle  ! 
Good-night,  Sabine  !" 

She  hastened  away  through  the  house  and  the  court, 
and  soon  stood  upon  the  mountain-side  above  the  gar- 
den, the  gate  of  which  she  closed.  Then  she  flew  up 
the  narrow,  moonlit  forest  path.  The  lamp  was  burn- 
ing in  the  living-room ;  the  shimmer  was  visible  at  a 
long  distance,  because  the  front  of  the  connecting 
building  la}r  in  deep  shadow.  As  she  came  out  upon 
the  opening  a  queer  shadow  fell  directly  across  her 
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path  at  her  feet.  It  was  the  shadow  neither  of  a  post 
nor  a  tree,  but  of  a  strange  male  figure,  which  had  been 
standing  at  one  side,  and  now,  to  her  terror,  strode 
toward  her.  The  apparition  politely  raised  its  hat, 
and  Elizabeth's  fears  vanished,  for  she  saw  the  smiling, 
good-humored  face  of  a  finely-dressed  gentleman. 

"  Pardon  me,  Fraulein,  if  I  have  frightened  you.  a 
little,"  he  said,  and  looked,  in  a  friendly  way,  through 
two  great  sparkling  eye-glasses  directly  at  her ;  "  but 
I  had  no  intentions  upon  your  life  or  your  purse,  and 
am  nothing  but  a  peaceful,  home-coming  traveler,  who 
would  like  to  know  the  meaning  of  the  light  up  there 
in  the  castle.  But  I  am  convinced  that  it  was  quite 
superfluous  to  ask.  The  fairies  and  elves  are  dancing 
up  there,  and  the  fairest  of  them  roams  the  forest  to 
let  none  pass  unpunished  who  treads  their  enchanted 
ring." 

This  gallant  comparison,  threadbare  as  it  was,  was  at 
that  moment  not  inappropriate,  for  the  slender,  girlish 
figure,  in  its  white  dress,  with  the  blue  wreath  upon  her 
brow  crowning  her  angelic  face,  bathed  in  moonlight, 
might  well  have  passed  for  a  fairy-tale  personage  as 
she  sped  up  through  the  shrubbery  upon  the  lonely 
mountain-side. 

But  she  laughed  to  herself  at  the  worn  compliment, 
and  thought  indignantly  that  she  surely  could  not  look 
so  trivial  as  a  mercurial  elf,  and  this  she  wished  to 
make  plain  to  the  old  gentleman  at  once. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  she  said,  "  to  bring  you  back  to  harsh 
realit}^,  but  I  should  not  know  how  to  find  in  that  light 
anything  else  than  the  respectable  lamp  of  the  cozy 
room  of  Prince  L 's  forester's  clerk." 

"  Ah  !"  he  laughed.  "  Does  the  man  find  a  home  in 
those  uncanny  ruins  2" 
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"He  can  very  well  dare  to  do  so,  for  over  one  who 
goes  his  honest  way  the  uncanny  have  no  power. 
Besides,  divers  living  beings  give  him  the  benefit  of 
their  company — among  others,  two  well-trained  goats 
and  a  charming  canary,  to  say  nothing  of  the  owls  who 
have  retired  to  private  life  in  great  indignation  because 
the  ways  of  merry  children  are  not  compatible  with 
the  stern  views  of  these  gentlemen." 

"  And  because  they  dread  the  light  and  cannot  bear 
it,"  added  the  gentleman. 

"  That  the  newcomer  respects  the  truth  ?" 

"Possible  also.  But  I  meant  to  say  that  they 
dread  the  two  suns  which  have  suddenly  arisen  in 
the  ruins." 

"Two  suns  at  once?  That  is  a  heavy  task  for  the 
poor  owl-eyes,  and  might  well  be  a  surfeit  even  for  a 
fire-worshiper,"  replied  Elizabeth,  laughing  and  hasten- 
ing away  with  a  slight  bow,  for  she  saw  her  parents 
emerging  from  the  small  portal  in  the  wall  and  coming 
toward  her.  They  had  hastened  anxiously  when  they 
heard  Elizabeth's  voice  in  conversation  w7ith  a  strange 
gentleman,  and  reproved  her  gently  when  she  had  re- 
cited her  small  adventure  for  entering  so  unreservedly 
upon  a  conversation. 

"  Your  jesting  might  have  had  very  unpleasant  con- 
sequences for  you,  my  child,"  said  the  mother.  "  Hap- 
pily they  were  cultivated  men." 

"  Men  !"  repeated  the  girl  in  amazement.  "  There 
was  only  one." 

"  Look  behind  you,"  said  her  father.  "  You  can  see 
them  there  still." 

And  where  the  road  began  there  really  were  two 
light  hats  to  be  seen. 
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"  Then  you  may  judge,  mother  dear,  how  harmless 
the  conversation  was.  One  of  them  did  not  venture 
forth  from  the  shrubbery,  and  behind  the  good  old  face 
of  the  other  there  certainly  lurks  no  bandit  soul." 

Up  in  her  room  she  carefully  removed  the  wreath 
from  her  brow,  laid  it  upon  a  plate  and  put  both 
beneath  Beethoven's  bust.  Then  she  kissed  the  little 
sleeping  lad  upon  his  brow  and  said  good-night  to  her 
parents. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"  Hello,  Elsie,  don't  run  so  I"  shouted  the  forester 
the  next  day,  when,  having  thrown  his  rifle  over  his 
shoulder,  he  came  out  of  the  woods  at  three  o'clock 
and  strode  directly  homeward  across  the  meadow. 

Elizabeth  was  flying  down  the  mountain,  her  hat 
upon  her  arm  instead  of  on  her  braids,  which  gleamed 
in  the  sunshine,  and  reaching  the  house,  she  ran  laugh- 
ing into  the  arms  which  her  uncle  extended  to  meet 
her. 

She  put  her  hand  in  her  pocket,  and  retreated  a  step 
or  two. 

"  Guess  what  I  have  in  my  pocket,  uncle,"  she  said. 

"  What  can  it  be  ?  I  think  that  need  not  puzzle 
any  one  long — perhaps  a  trifle  of  sentimental  hay,  or  a 
blossom  pressed  and  treasured  with  melancholy  resig- 
nation, or  a  small  quantity  of  the  grief  of  the  world 
encased  in  gilded  pasteboard  lids." 

"  Sorry,  uncle,  false  aim  twice  over  ;  for  first,  I  am 
not  in  the  least  vexed  at  the  guesses ;  and,  second — 
there,  see  that !" 

She  drew  a  small  box  from  her  pocket,  and  opened 
it.  Therein,  stretching  lazily  upon  some  green  leaves, 
was  a  fat,  lemon-colored  caterpillar,  with  slanting, 
bluish-green  stripes  and  a  crooked  horn  upon  his  tail. 

"  By  all  that  is  wonderful,  Sphinx  Atropos  !"  cried 
the  forester,  delighted.  "  You  darling,  where  did  you 
fall  upon  this  gorgeous  specimen  ?" 
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"  Over  near  Lindhof,  in  a  potato-field.  It  is  a 
beauty,  is  it  not  ?  So  now  we'll  shut  up  the  box  and 
put  it  away,"  replied  his  niece. 

"  What !  Is  the  caterpillar  not  for  me  ?"  asked  the 
forester. 

"  Oh  !  yes,  you  may  have  it  if  you  will  pay  for  it." 

"  You've  turned  into  a  haggling  miser  though," 
expostulated  her  uncle.  "  Well,  give  it  here  ;  here  are 
four  groschen." 

"  Heaven  forbid  !  Under  twelve  groschen  I  do  not 
part  with  him.  Many  a  moldy  old  parchment  that 
one  does  not  want  to  touch,  it  looks  so  disgusting,  is 
sold  for  its  weight  in  gold ;  and  ought  not  such  a 
superb  living  natural  product  to  bring  twelve 
groschen  ?" 

"  Moldy  old  parchment !  Say  that  in  the  presence 
of  learned  ears  and  you  will  find  yourself  in  a  pretty 
situation,"  warned  her  uncle. 

"  Oh !  here  in  the  fresh  forest  there  are  none,"  ex- 
claimed Elizabeth. 

"  Take  care.     Herr  von  Walde " 

"  Lost  among  the  pyramids." 

"  Might,  however,  come  home  unexpectedly  and  call 
a  certain  presumptuous  young  person  to  account.  He 
is  one  of  the  prime  cocks  in  the  learned  roost,"  ob- 
served the  forester. 

"Well,  they  can  build  him  monuments  and  strew 
him  with  laurels  to  their  hearts'  content,  so  far  as  I  am 
concerned.  I  cannot  forgive  him  for  forgetting,  for 
the  sake  of  such  dead  rubbish,  the  claims  of  real  life 
upon  him  here ;  that  he  goes  hunting  an  uninjured  bill 
of  fare  of  Lucullus,  or  seeks  certainty  as  to  the  ques- 
tion whether  the  ancient  Eomans  really  fed  their  fish 


GOLD  ELSIE.  115 

with  the  flesh  of  their  slaves,  while  the  poor  on  his 
estates  starve  and  are  driven  under  a  modern  slave- 
yoke  by  the  baroness,"  commented  Elizabeth. 

"  That  ought  to  make  his  left  ear  burn.  A  pity  that 
he  cannot  hear  this  confession  of  faith.  Here  are 
your  twelve  groschen,  if  there  is  no  other  way.  Are 
you  going  to  buy  a  feather  for  your  hat  with  it  2"  in- 
quired the  forester,  smiling. 

She  held  her  hat  with  both  hands  stretched  before 
her,  regarding  with  delight  the  two  fresh  roses  that 
she  had  stuck  into  its  simple  black  band.  "  Is  not  that 
charming?"  she  asked.  "And  do  you  think  I  would 
place  my  young  head  voluntarily  beneath  dark  feather- 
clouds  when  I  can  have  roses,  fresh  roses  ?  There  is 
your  caterpillar,  and  now  you  must  know  why  I  have 
practiced  this  extortion.  This  morning  a  poor  weaver's 
wife  from  Lindhof  came  to  my  mother  for  help.  Her 
husband  has  had  a  fall  and  injured  his  hand  and  foot 
so  that  he  has  earned  nothing  for  weeks  past.  My 
mother  gave  her  some  old  linen  and  a  large  loaf  of 
bread;  but  we  had  nothing  more  to  give,  as  you  know. 
See,  here  I  have  fifteen  groschen  from  my  savings 
bank  ;  there  was  no  more  in  it  at  the  moment.  Three 
groschen  are  from  Ernst,  who  wished  to  sell  his  tin 
soldiers  to  help  the  poor  woman.  Now,  the  price  of 
the  caterpillar  makes  a  thaler,  and  that  goes  at  once  to 
the  weaver's  cottage." 

"  That's  good  to  hear  of.  Here's  another  thaler  and 
— Sabine,"  he  shouted  into  the  house,  "bring  a  good 
piece  of  meat  from  the  salt-keg,  and  lay  it  among 
green  leaves— that  you  can  take  too,"  he  added,  turn- 
ing to  Elizabeth  again. 

"  Ah  !  you  dear,  splendid  uncle  !"  exulted  the  girl, 
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taking  his  huge  hand  between  her  slender  ones  and 
pressing  it  to  her  heart. 

"But  take  care,"  he  continued,  "that  ray  honest 
meat  does  not  turn  to  roses ;  for  that  would  scarcely 
serve  the  poor  weaver's  wife.  You're  traveling  the 
same  road  as  the  saint  of  vour  name." 

"  Yes,  but  I  luckily  have  no  cruel  count  to  fear,  and 
if  I  had  I  should  tell  him  no  falsehood." 

"Heavens!  what  a  heroic  soul!" 

"  Well,  I  think  it  takes  ten  times  more  courage  to 
tell  a  lie,  if  it  were  as  pious  as  can  be  !" 

"  You  are  right,  little  daughter.  I  could  not  do  it 
either.     There  comes  Sabine." 

The  old  housekeeper  came  out  of  the  door,  and 
while  she  gave  Elizabeth  the  meat  as  he  beckoned  her 
to  do,  whispered  to  him  that  Herr  von  Walde,  who  had 
come  home  from  his  journey  late  last  night,  had  been 
waiting  some  time  for  him. 

"  Where  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Here,  in  the  living-room." 

They  were  standing  directly  in  front  of  the  room 
and  the  windows  were  open.  Elizabeth  turned  sud- 
denly, surprised  ;  she  could,  however,  see  nothing,  and 
was  blushing  furiously.  Her  uncle,  without  looking 
about  him  at  all,  drew  his  head,  with  an  incomparably 
comical  expression,  between  his  shoulders,  stroked  his 
beard  and  said,  with  a  suppressed  smile :  "  There  we 
have  a  treat.  You've  broken  a  dainty  crust  into  the 
soup  ;  he  heard  everything." 

"  All  the  better,"  replied  the  young  girl,  raising  her 
head  defiantly  ;  "  he  so  rarely  has  a  chance  to  hear  the 
truth."  Then  she  gave  her  hand  to  her  uncle  and 
Sabine  by  way  of  adieu,  and  walked  slowly  through 
the  woods  to  Lindhok 
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The  first  moment  it  was  painful  to  her  to  know  that 
Ilerr  von  Walde  had  been  obliged  to  hear  her  opinion 
of  him  thus  against  his  will.  Then  she  reflected  that 
she  should  have  spoken  as  truthfully  to  his  face. 
Since,  however,  it  was  scarcely  to  be  presumed  that  he 
i  would  ever  consult  her  about  her  approval,  a  considera- 
tion at  the  absurdity  of  which  she  laughed  to  herself, 
it  could  really  do  him  no  harm  that  accident  had  made 
him  a  witness  to  a  wholly  unprejudiced  opinion  upon 
him,  though  it  came  only  from  a  young  girl.  But  how 
could  he  have  returned  so  suddenly?  Fraulein  von 
Walde  had  always  assumed  that  her  brother  would 
remain  absent  several  years,  and  had  yesterday  no  idea 
of  his  return.  Suddenly  she  remembered  her  rencon- 
tre of  the  previous  evening.  The  old  gentleman  had 
called  himself  a  returning  traveler,  but  he,  with  his 
agreeably  smiling  face  and  comfortable  being,  surely 
could  not  be  the  grave,  proud  owner  of  Lindhof ; 
rather  the  man  who  had  waited  silently  among  the 
shrubbery  w-hile  his  comrade  obtained  the  desired  in- 
formation upon  the  light  in  question.  But  what  could 
Herr  von  Walde  want  of  her  uncle,  who,  she  knew, 
had  never  had  any  relations  with  him  ? 

These  and  similar  thoughts  kept  her  mind  busily 
occupied  on  the  way  to  the  weaver's  cottage.  Husband 
and  wife  cried  with  pleasure  at  the  unhoped-for  gifts, 
and  Elizabeth  left  the  cottage  accompanied  by  a 
thousand  blessings  of  the  poor  people. 

Elizabeth  walked  through  the  village  toward  Lind- 
hof to  her  accustomed  music-lessons,  which  she  had  not 
been  notified  to  omit  in  consequence  of  Ilerr  von 
Walde's  return.  With  the  arrival  of  its  owner  the 
castle  had  assumed  a  wholly  new  aspect.      All  the 
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windows  along  the  ground  floor  of  the  south  side, 
which  had  so  long  been  hidden  mysteriously  behind 
their  white  shutters,  now  exhibited  their  broad  panes 
to  the  sun.  In  the  rooms  there  was  vigorous  house- 
cleaning  going  on.  A  glass  door  stood  wide  open, 
revealing  the  interior  of  a  large  salon;  on  one  of 
the  steps  that  led  down  into  the  garden  lay  a  snow- 
white  greyhound,  its  slender  body  stretched  upon  the 
stone,  warm  in  the  sunshine,  and  its  nose  resting  upon 
its  forepaws  ;  it  blinked  at  Elizabeth  as  though  she  had 
been  an  old  acquaintance.  In  an  open  window  the 
gardener  was  arranging  a  table  of  flowers,  and  Lorenz, 
the  old  steward,  strode  at  that  moment  through  the 
room  investigating  the  arrangements  with  the  eye  of 
a  judge. 

It  was  noteworthy  that  every  one  whom  the  young 
girl  met  in  the  house  wore  a  totally  new  expression. 
Had  a  storm-wind  roared  through  the  close  atmos- 
phere, bringing  a  new  air  into  the  rooms,  so  that  the 
voices  rang  clearer,  and  human  figures  straightened 
up,  elastic  and  refreshed  ?  Old  Lorenz  himself,  whose 
facial  muscles  always  hung  down  as  flaccid  and  woe- 
begone as  though  dragged  by  leaden  weights,  had 
sunshine  in  his  eyes  to-day,  though  vexed  for  a  moment 
at  the  dust-beaters ;  and  his  voice  was  so  loud  that 
Elizabeth  looked  up  surprised,  for  she  knew  the  old 
man  only  as  he  moved  silently  about  on  tiptoe  and 
made  his  communication  in  the  lowest  possible  whisper. 

Amazed  at  this  sudden  revival,  Elizabeth  turned  to 
the  wing  where  the  ladies  dwelt.  Here,  however,  the 
deepest  silence  reigned.  In  the  baroness'  apartment 
the  shades  hung  thick  and  heavy  behind  the  panes. 
Not  a  sound  came  through  the  doors  which  Elizabeth 
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passed.  The  air  of  the  narrow  corridor  was  filled  with 
the  penetrating  odor  of  valerian,  and  when  at  last  a 
door  opened  at  the  farther  end  of  the  passage  Elizabeth 
saw  a  human  head,  but  in  such  a  state !  It  was  the 
baroness'  old  lady's  maid,  who  probably  wished  to  see 
who  could  be  so  intrusive  as  to  break  the  solemn 
silence  of  the  corridor.  The  cap  upon  her  false-hair 
was  crooked,  and  one  side  of  her  wig  was  violently 
threatening  to  fall  to  the  floor,  her  features  were  dis- 
torted and  two  round  scarlet  spots  upon  her  protruding 
cheek-bones  betrayed  either  fever  or  a  high  grade  of 
mental  excitement.  She  responded  briefly  and  gruffly 
to  Elizabeth's  greeting,  and  vanished  behind  the  door, 
which  she  closed  silently. 

"When  Elizabeth  entered  Friiulein  von  Walde's 
room,  no  "come  in"  having  followed  her  repeated 
knocking,  she  thought  the  last  acts  of  the  mysterious 
drama  which  had  begun  in  the  baroness'  rooms,  must 
be  taking  place  here.  Not  the  shades  only,  but  the 
heavy  silken  curtains  were  closely  drawn.  Profound 
darkness  and  silence  reigned,  and  made  her  hesitate  to 
enter.  She  was  about  to  close  the  door  again  and 
withdraw,  when  Helene's  faint  voice  called  her  to 
enter.  The  young  lady  was  reclining  in  a  deep  fau- 
teuil  in  the  farther  end  of  the  room  ;  she  was  pressing 
her  head  into  a  pillow  and  Elizabeth  could  hear  her 
teeth  chattering. 

"  Ah,  dear  child,"  she  said,  laying  her  moist,  cold 
hand  upon  the  young  girl's  arm,  "  I  have  had  a  nerv- 
ous attack.  No  one  of  all  those  about  me  has  noticed 
that  I  am  lying  here  so  ill,  and  I  was  frightfully  lonely 
in  this  dark  room.  Please  open  the  windows  wide  :  I 
need  air — God's  warm  air." 
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Elizabeth,  fulfilled  this  desire  instantly,  and  when 
the  daylight  fell  upon  the  pale  face  of  the  sick 
woman  Elizabeth  saw  that  she  had  been  weeping 
violently. 

The  entering  sunlight  awakened  more  life  and 
motion  in  the  room  than  Elizabeth  had  dreamed  of  ; 
she  started  violent^  at  a  loud  shriek  from  one  corner. 
A  white  cockatoo,  with  a  yellow  comb,  was  swinging 
in  his  ring  there. 

"  Heavens!  how  dreadful !"  sighed  Helene,  pressing 
her  thin  hands  to  both  ears.  "  That  detestable 
creature  destroys  my  nerves." 

Elizabeth's  eyes  rested  in  astonishment  upon  the 
little  stranger,  and  then  roamed  about  the  room,  which 
looked  like  a  bazaar.  On  all  the  chairs  and  tables 
there  lay  rich  materials — shawls,  expensively  bound 
books,  and  the  most  diverse  toilet  articles.  Fraulein 
von  Walde  caught  Elizabeth's  glance. 

"All  gifts  from  my  brother,  who  returned  unex- 
pectedly yesterday." 

How  cold  her  voice  sounded  as  she  said  this.  Nor 
was  there  the  slightest  trace  of  rejoicing  in  her  tear- 
stained  face.  The  usually  gentle  deer-ej'es  spoke  only 
hatred  and  rage.  Elizabeth  bent  over  in  silence,  and 
lifted  up  a  half-faded  camellia  bouquet,  which  was 
lying  upon  the  floor. 

"  Ah !  yes,"  said  Helene,  straightening  herself  up, 
while  a  faint  blush  overspread  her  face.  "  That  was 
my  brother's  morning  greeting.  It  fell  from  the 
table  and  has  been  forgotten.  Please  put  it  back  in 
the  vase." 

"  The  poor  blossoms,"  said  Elizabeth,  half  aloud, 
looking  at  the  faded  edges  of  the  white  petals.  "  They 
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did  not  dream  when  they  opened  as  buds  that  they 
would  perish  in  so  cold  a  region." 

Helene  looked  searchingly  and  offendedly  at  the 
young  girl,  and  seemed  for  a  moment  to  melt  in 
remorse. 

"  Put  the  flowers  in  the  open  window ;  they  have 
air  there,  and  it  will  do  them  good,"  she  whispered 
hastily.  "  Ah,  heavens !"  she  cried,  sinking  back 
into  her  pillow.  "  He  is  an  excellent  man,  but  his 
reappearance  destroys  the  harmony  of  a  beneficent 
life  together." 

Elizabeth  looked  with  an  expression  of  incredulity 
at  the  young  woman  lying  there,  her  hands  clasped 
and  raised  to  heaven,  and  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
ceiling  as  though  fate  had  inflicted  the  severest  of 
trials  upon  her.  If  Elizabeth  had  yesterday  failed 
utterly  to  comprehend  Helene's  action,  she  was  bewil- 
dered to-day  by  this  incomprehensible  character. 
What  had  suddenly  become  of  the  fervent  gratitude 
that  rang  in  every  word  that  Helene  spoke  of  her  ab- 
sent brother?  Could  some  single  moment  have  anni- 
hilated the  whole  sisterly  tenderness  which  seemed  to 
fill  her  heart,  so  that  she  now  complained  of  what 
must,  according  to  her  earlier  utterances,  have  been  a 
joyful  event  for  her?  And  even  though  the  return- 
ing wanderer  did  not  sympathize  with  the  circle  in 
which  alone  she  was  happy,  even  though  he  crossed 
her  dearest  wishes,  could  it  be  possible  that  anger 
and  coldness  could  exist  between  two  persons  whom 
fate  had  so  closely  united,  and  who  must  belong  to  one 
another  all  the  more  intensely  because  one  so  urgently 
needed  protection  and  the  other  was  so  alone  in  the 
world  ? 
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Elizabeth  felt  a  sudden  deep  compassion  for  the 
man  who  had  sailed  distant  seas,  and  alone  crossed 
remote  countries,  and  now,  after  his  long  wanderings, 
was  greeted  only  as  a  disturbing  element  at  his  own 
fireside. 

According  to  all  appearances  he  had  but  one  warm 
spot,  the  love  for  his  sister,  in  his  proud  heart,  and 
how  deeply  it  must  wound  him  that  she  had  no  warm 
welcome  for  him — turned  her  heart  coldly  from  him  ! 

Occupied  with  these  thoughts,  Elizabeth  arranged 
the  flowers  in  the  vase,  and  did  not  answer  Helene's 
passionate  outburst  when  she  accused  her  brother  in 
so  inconsiderate  a  manner  before  a  stranger.  The 
young  lady,  shamed  perhaps  by  Elizabeth's  silence, 
evidently  felt  that  she  had  let  herself  be  carried 
away,  for  she  suddenly  begged  her,  in  a  wholly  differ- 
ent tone,  to  be  seated  and  keep  her  company  a  little 
while. 

At  that  moment  the  door  opened  violently,  and  a 
feminine  figure  appeared  upon  the  scene.  It  cost 
Elizabeth  trouble  to  convince  herself  that  this  appari- 
tion, in  an  exceedingly  negligent  toilet  and  showing 
all  the  symptoms  of  intense  excitement,  was  the 
Baroness  Lessen.  Her  sparse  hair,  usually  arranged 
with  the  utmost  care,  fell  from  under  her  cap  upon 
her  forehead,  which,  usually  pale,  like  ivory,  was  now 
covered  with  a  deep  flush.  The  stereotyped,  proud 
self-consciousness  had  vanished  from  her  eyes,  and  how 
insignificant  they  were  now,  as  she  looked,  timid  and 
terrified,  into  the  room ! 

"  Ah !  Helene,"  she  exclaimed  anxiously,  without 
observing  Elizabeth,  and  moving  her  corpulent  frame 
forward  with  unusually  rapid  strides,  "  Eudolph  has 
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just  ordered  the  unfortunate  Linke  to  go  to  Rudolph's 
room.  He  is  raging  and  roaring  at  the  poor  man,  so 
that  I  heard  him  across  the  court,  in  my  room. 
Heavens !  I  feel  so  wretched ;  this  morning  has 
made  me  ill,  so  that  I  can  scarcely  stand.  But  I  could 
not  listen  any  longer  to  the  injustice,  and  took  refuge 
here.  And  these  servile  souls,  these  servants,  who 
never  dared  wink  in  Rudolph's  absence,  are  all  stand- 
ing about,  laughing  revengefully  at  the  misfortune 
descending  upon  the  faithful  soul.  Everything  that  I 
had  laboriously  built  up  for  the  glory  of  God  and  the 
salvation  of  the  house  is  being  torn  down.  And  why 
must  Emil  be  at  Odenburg?  How  lamentably  off  we 
are,  dear  Helene!" 

She  threw  her  arms  about  the  neck  of  the  young 
lady,  who  had  arisen,  overcome  and  deathly  pale. 

Elizabeth  availed  herself  of  the  moment  to  slip  out 
of  the  room.  As  she  entered  the  corridor  which  led 
to  the  vestibule,  loud  voices  fell  upon  her  ear. 

One  was  a  deep,  resonant,  man's  voice,  which  rose 
now  and  then  in  high  excitement,  but  never,  even  at 
the  highest  pitch,  betrayed  a  tone  of  sharpness. 
Though  she  could  not  understand  one  word,  she 
trembled  at  sound  of  the  voice.  There  lay  something 
unrelenting,  iron,  in  the  manner  in  which  the  sentences 
were  marked. 

The  echo  in  the  long  corridor  was  deceptive. 
Elizabeth  did  not  know  from  which  side  the  voice 
came,  and  ran  forward  to  reach  the  door  at  the  earli- 
est moment.  But  after  a  few  steps  she  heard,  as 
though  she  were  standing  at  the  speaker's  elbow,  the 
words :  "  You  will  leave  Lindhof  by  to-morrow 
evening." 
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"  Gracious  master — "  was  the  response. 

"It  is  my  final  word,  go  !"  rang  out  imperiously,  and 
the  next  moment  Elizabeth  found  herself,  to  her  horror, 
opposite  an  open  folding-door.  A  tall  man  stood  in 
the  middle  of  the  room,  his  left  hand  behind  his  back, 
his  right  pointing  to  the  door.  A  pair  of  sparkling 
black  eyes  met  her  own,  which  she  turned  away  in 
deep  mortification,  hastening  through  the  vestibule 
and  out  into  the  garden.  The  eyes,  through  which  an 
indignant  soul  spoke,  seemed  to  pursue  her  and  drive 
her  unrestingly  onward. 

When  the  Ferber  family  sat  down  to  supper  together 
the  father  related,  with  much  animation,  that  he  had 
made  the  acquaintance  of  Herr  von  Walde,  at  the 
lodge,  in  the  morning. 

"  Well,  how  did  he  please  you  ?"  asked  his  wife. 

"  That  is  a  question,  my  dear,  which  I  may  be  able 
to  answer,  perhaps  in  a  year,  if  I  have  daily  oppor- 
tunity for  intercourse  with  the  man,  and  then  it  is  an 
open  question  whether  I  could  form  a  final  opinion. 
He  has  become  of  interest  to  me,  because  I  am  con- 
stantly tempted  to  speculate  as  to  whether  he  is  really 
what  he  seems,  a  perfectly  cold,  passionless  nature.  He 
came  to  my  brother  for  more  exact  information  as  to 
the  case  between  the  overseer  and  the  poor  da}^ 
laborer's  wife,  because  some  one  had  erroneously  re 
ported  to  him  that  Sabine  had  seen  the  outrage.  She 
was  called  in,  and  required  to  tell  how  she  had  found 
the  widow  Schneider.  He  inquired  as  to  the  minutest 
particulars,  but  all  briefly,  decidedly.  What  impres- 
sion Sabine's  report  made  upon  him  it  was  impossible 
to  discover,  so  impenetrable  was  his  face.  Not  the 
slightest  movement  of  his  features  betrayed  the  direc- 
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tion  of  his  thoughts.  He  has  come  from  Spain  directly. 
From  the  few  remarks  he  made,  it  could  be  seen  that 
some  friend  must  have  written  him  of  the  evils  existing 
upon  his  estate,  and  that  he  instantly  started  home- 
ward toward  Thuringia." 

"  And  his  outward  appearance  ?"  asked  Frau  Ferber. 

"  It  pleases  me,  although  I  have  never  met  with  so 
much  unapproachableness  and  reserve  of  demeanor.  I 
understand  perfectly  how  people  think  him  boundlesslv 
arrogant,  and,  still,  I  cannot  persuade  myself  that  so 
foolish  a  mania  can  lie  behind  such  a  thoughtful  face. 
There  is  always  the  expression  of  calm  coldness.  But 
between  the  brows  is  a  trait  to  be  noticed.  The  pass- 
ing observer  would  doubtless  call  it  gloomy,  but  I  find 
it  sorrowful,  melancholy." 

Elizabeth  listened  reflectively  to  this  description. 
She  had  learned  that,  for  a  moment,  that  calmness 
could  give  way  decidedly,  and  she  repeated  to  her 
father  the  scene  of  which  she  had  been  a  witness. 

"Punishment  has  descended  more  promptly  than  we 
could  have  conceived,"  said  Ferber.  "  Perhaps  forester 
uncle's  observations  may  have  contributed  their  share 
to  that,  too  ;  he  knows  no  subordinate  considerations 
when  his  opinion  is  asked.  He  gave  the  master  of  the 
castle  such  a  draught  of  unadulterated  truth  that  not 
one  iota  remained  to  be  added  of  all  that  had  been 
making  him  indignant  for  a  year." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Scarcely  a  week  had  passed  since  that  evening 
But  these  few  days  had  sufficed  to  bring  about  a 
mighty  revolution  in  Castle  Lindhof.  The  dismissed 
overseer  was  replaced  by  a  new  one,  whose  authority 
was  rigidly  bounded  by  the  master,  the  latter  retain- 
ing final  control.  Certain  day -laborers,  who  had  been 
arbitrarily  dismissed  because  they  had  clung  to  the 
local  pastor  and  absented  themselves  several  times 
from  the  castle  chapel  Bible-class,  or  because  they  de- 
clined to  hear  the  word  of  God  from  Chaplain  JYJohr- 
ing,  were  recalled  to  the  estate.  On  Sunday  Herr 
von  Walde,  in  company  with  the  Baroness  Lessen  and 
little  Bella,  had  been  present  at  service  in  the  village 
church  of  Lindhof.  To  the  astonishment  of  the  parish, 
Chaplain  Mohring  appeared  as  one  of  the  congrega- 
tion, seated  near  the  organ.  At  noon,  the  parish 
clergyman  dined  at  the  castle.  Doctor  Fels  came  to 
Lindhof  daily,  for  Fraulein  von  Walde  was  ill.  This 
was  the  reason  of  Elizabeth's  receiving  no  further  in- 
vitation to  continue  the  lessons,  and  also,  according  to 
the  opinion  of  the  forester,  the  ground  of  Baroness 
Lessen's  escaping  banishment  to  Siberia.  "  For,"  he 
said,  "  Herr  von  Walde  is  not  such  a  barbarian  as  to 
make  his  sick  sister  still  more  sick  by  robbing  her  of 
her  favorite  companion,  and,  if  that  is  not  the  baroness, 
the  visits  of   her  son  would  nevertheless  naturally 
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be  much  less  frequent  after  her  banishment."  This 
was  malicious,  but  "  incontrovertibly  correct,"  as  he 
added. 

In  the  village  it  was  known  that  there  had  been  fear- 
ful tempests  at  the  castle  before  the  air  cleared.  Herr 
von  Walde  had  taken  his  meals  alone  in  his  room  the 
first  three  days  after  his  return,  and  all  the  billets- 
doux  which  the  baroness  sent,  at  all  hours,  by  her  old 
waiting-maid,  were  returned,  until  the  violent  illness  of 
his  sister  brought  him  into  contact  with  his  cousin  in 
the  sick-room.  From  that  point,  their  intercourse 
seemed  to  have  returned  to  the  ordinary  course  of 
things,  though  the  servants  related  that  at  table 
scarcely  a  word  was  spoken.  Herr  von  Hollfeld  had 
called  once  to  welcome  the  returned  traveler,  but  it 
was  said  that,  after  a  very  brief  visit,  he  had  ridden 
homeward  with  a  remarkably  long  face. 

One  gray,  gloomy  day  in  August  Fraulein  von 
Walde  requested  Elizabeth  to  come  to  the  castle  for  a 
half-hour.  The  lady  was  not  alone  when  the  young 
girl  entered.  In  the  window  sat  Herr  von  Walde. 
His  long  frame  reclining  in  a  fauteuil,  his  head  rested 
upon  the  light  wall-paper,  which  threw  his  dark-brown 
hair  into  bold  relief.  His  right  hand,  negliffentlv 
holding  a  cigar  between  his  fingers,  dropped  from  the 
windowsill.  The  left  was  raised,  as  though  he  had 
just  been  speaking.  His  neighbor,  Baroness  Lessen, 
bent  forward  with  her  most  agreeable  smile,  as  though 
the  words  had  been  addressed  to  herself,  instead  of 
directly  to  Helene.  She  sat  rather  near  him,  and  had 
some  crochet-work  in  her  hands.  On  the  whole,  the 
group  looked  rather  peaceful.  Fraulein  von  Walde 
was  reclining  in  a  chaise-longue.    A  broad  wrapper 
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enveloped  her  small  figure,  and  the  beautiful  brown 
curls  were  concealed  under  a  morning  cap,  the  pink 
bows  of  which  brought  out  the  sickly  paleness  of  her 
face  into  all  the  bolder  relief.  On  her  outstretched 
finger  perched  the  cockatoo.  She  held  it  caressingly 
to  her  cheek  from  time  to  time.  The  "  detestable 
creature"  was  called  "  Darling,"  might  shriek  as  much 
as  it  pleased,  and  was  reproved  with  a  sympathizing, 
'*  "What  vexes  you,  dear  heart  ?"  at  most.  Here,  too, 
was  reconciliation  and  perfect  peace. 

At  Elizabeth's  entrance  Helene  beckoned  her  in  a 
friendly  way,  yet  it  did  not  escape  the  girl's  attention 
that  the  lady  had  to  struggle  with  more  or  less 
embarrassment. 

"  Dear  Rudolph,"  she  said,  taking  Elizabeth's  hand, 
"here  you  see  the  amiable  musician  whom  I  have  to 
thank  for  many  an  hour  of  keen  enjoyment.  Fraulein 
Eerber — called  by  her  uncle,  and  also  in  the  neighbor- 
hood, Gold  Elsie — plays  so  delightfully  that  I  wish  to 
beg  her  to  make  us  forget  the  gray,  dull  weather.  You 
see,  dear  child,"  she  said,  turning  to  Elizabeth,  "that I 
am  unable  to  give  you  my  support  at  the  piano  ;  will 
you  kindly  play  something  for  us  alone  ?" 

""With  all  my  heart,"  replied  Elizabeth,  "but  I  shall 
be  very  anxious,  for  you  have  placed  two  unconquer- 
able powers  before   me,  the   clouds  outside,  and  the 
favorable  opinion  you  have  claimed  in  advance  for  m; 
playing." 

"  May  I  excuse  myself  for  an  hour  ?"  asked  the 
baroness,  folding  up  her  work  and  rising.  "  I  should 
like  to  take  a  drive  with  Bella,  the  poor  thing  has  not 
been  in  the  fresh  air  for  so  long." 

"  I  think  she  can  have  air  at  first  hand,  whenever  she 
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takes  the  trouble  to  put  her  head  out  of  the  window," 
said  Herr  von  Walde  brusquely,  knocking  the  ashes 
from  his  cigar. 

"  Heavens  !  Is  it  disagreeable  to  you,  dear  Rudolph, 
to  have  me  drive  ?  I  shall  stay  at  home,  of  course, 
if " 

"  1  am  sure  I  do  not  know  why  I  should  detain  you. 
Go,  drive  as  much  and  as  often  as  you  please,"  was  the 
undisturbed  reply. 

The  baroness  pressed  her  lips  together,  and  turned 
to  Helene  :  "  Is  it  agreed  that  you  will  take  coffee  in 
my  room  %  I  shall  not  be  gone  very  long,  because  of 
the  showers.  In  an  hour  I  shall  be  at  home,  and  shall 
not  let  myself  be  deprived  of  the  pleasure,  dearest 
Helene,  of  leading  you  to  my  room." 

"  You  will  have  to  let  yourself  be  deprived  of  it," 
said  Herr  von  Walde.  "It  has  been  my  office  for 
many  years,  and  I  hope  my  sister  does  not  think  I  have 
grown  less  skillful  during  my  absence." 

"  Certainly  not,  dear  Rudolph  ;  I  am  very  thankful 
to  you,  if  you  will  be  so  kind,"  cried  Helene,  her  glance 
anxiously  wavering  from  one  to  the  other.  The 
baroness  had  already  bravely  conquered  her  irritation  ; 
with  a  most  engaging  smile,  she  offered  her  hand  to 
Herr  von  Walde,  kissed  Helene's  brow,  and  rustled  out 
of  the  room  with  a  "  Well,  then,  cm  revoir/" 

During  these  brief  negotiations  Elizabeth  had  been 
observing  the  man  whose  face  and  voice  had  recently 
made  so  strong  an  impression  upon  her.  Her  terror, 
for  that  was  the  whole  of  her  former  mighty  sensation, 
had  been  repeated  just  now  on  finding  Herr  von 
Walde  unexpectedly  here.  How  quiet  his  eyes  were 
to-day— icy  cold,  as  they  rested  upon   the  baroness' 
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face.  The  upper  part  of  his  face,  which  had,  without 
that,  something  unusually  stern  ra  its  outlines,  seemed 
iron  when  the  eyes  assumed  their  present  look.  A 
well-cared-for  chestnut  beard  surrounded  his  lips  and 
cheeks,  and  flowed  in  soft  waves  down  upon  his  breast. 
Herr  von  "Walde  did  not  look  young,  and  though  his 
slender  figure  had  retained  its  elasticity,  the  indescrib- 
able control  and  quiet  of  his  carriage  and  motions  lent 
him  that  dignity  which  commands  respect,  and  belongs 
to  older  men.  When  the  baroness  had  left  the  room 
Elizabeth  opened  the  piano. 

"  No,  no !  no  notes,"  called  Helene,  as  she  saw  the 
young  girl  seeking  among  the  music.  "  Please  let  us 
hear  your  own  thoughts ;  play  what  you  improvise." 

Elizabeth  seated  herself  without  hesitation.  Soon 
she  had  forgotten  the  outer  world.  A  wealth  of 
melody  poured  forth  within  her.  At  such  moments 
she  was  always  happy,  felt  herself  blessed  beyond 
thousands  of  mortals,  for  she  had  power  to  express  the 
slightest  emotion  of  her  heart.  The  clearness  of  her 
whole  inner  Avorld  was  reflected  in  the  chords.  She 
had  never  yet  had  to  seek  the  melody  which  should 
embody  her  emotions — it  lay  ready  within  her,  like  the 
feeling  itself.  But  to-day  something  which  she  did 
not  comprehend  blended  with  the  tones.  This  some- 
thing had  no  voice  of  its  own.  She  could  not  for  any 
price  have  traced  and  grasped  it,  for  it  breathed  like  a 
new,  unknown  aroma  over  the  chords.  It  seemed  to 
her  that  joy  and  pain  no  longer  wandered  side  by  side, 
but  flowed  into  one  another.  The  search  for  the 
essence  of  that  unattainable  something  led  her  deeper 
into  the  world  of  feeling.  The  whole  sweet  mystery 
of  a  pure,  chaste,  girlish  soul  gradually  unfolded  to  her 
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listeners — they  looked  into  a  magic  spring  from  whose 
depths  the  girl's  figure  shone  forth  doubly  distinct,  for 
there  was  perfect  harmony  between  her  outward  and 
inward  being. 

The  last  soft  chord  died  away.  Two  great  tears 
hung  upon  Helene's  lashes,  and  the  pallor  of  her  face 
was  almost  ghastly.  She  looked  toward  her  brother, 
but  he  had  turned  away  his  face,  and  was  gazing  into 
the  garden.  When  he  turned  back  his  features  were 
calm  as  ever;  only  a  slight  flush  colored  his  brow. 

The  cigar  had  dropped  from  his  hand,  and  lay  at  his 
feet.  He  did  not  say  one  word  about  her  music  to 
Elizabeth,  who  had  arisen.  Helene,  to  whom  her 
brother's  silence  was  painful,  exhausted  herself  in 
lauding  it,  to  make  the  girl  forget  her  brother's  cold 
indifference,  or  at  least,  to  make  her  feel  it  less  pain- 
fully. 

"  That  was  a   work  of  genius !"  again  she  cried. 

"  The  people  in  B certainly  had  no  suspicion  of 

the  golden  spring  of  song  in  Elsie's  breast,  or  they 
never  would  have  let  the  dear  girl  emigrate  to  the 
Thuringian  Forest." 

"  You  lived  in  B hitherto  ?"  inquired  Herr  von 

"Walde,  turning  to  Elizabeth.  She  looked  into  his 
eyes,  the  ice  was  melted,  and  a  strange  shimmer  took 
its  place. 

"  Yes,"  she  answered  simply. 

"To  be  removed  from  a  large  and  beautiful  city 
that  offers  every  possible  enjoyment  and  diversion  and 
suddenly  set  down  upon  a  lonely  mountain  is  an  un- 
welcome change.  You  were,  doubtless,  inconsolable 
about  it." 

"  I  regard  it  as  undeserved  good  fortune,"  was  her 
unembarrassed  reply. 
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"  How  so  ?  Strange !  People  do  not  usually  seize 
the  thistle  when  they  can  have  the  rose." 

"I  naturally  cannot  judge  your  opinions." 

"  Quite  right,  because  you  do  not  know  me ;  but 
that  view  is  a  universal  one." 

"  In  its  application  it  is  one-sided." 

"Well,  I  will  not  further  combat  your  taste,  in 
which  you  will  scarcely  have  a  companion  of  your  own 
age.  In  your  own  interest,  I  will,  however,  assume 
that  it  cannot  have  been  easy  to  leave  your  friends." 

"  Yery  easy,  indeed,  for  I  had  none." 

"  Is  it  possible !"  exclaimed  Fraulein  von  Walde. 
"  You  had  no  social  life  ?" 

"  I  only  came  in  contact  with  the  people  who  em- 
ployed me." 

"  You  gave  instruction  ?"  asked  Herr  von  "Walde- 

"  Yes." 

"  But  did  you  not  feel  the  need  of  having  a  friend  ?" 
inquired  Helene  eagerly. 

"  Never ;  I  have  my  mother,"  responded  Elizabeth, 
in  a  tone  of  deep  feeling. 

"  Happy  child !"  murmured  the  invalid,  and  fell  back 
upon  her  pillows. 

Elizabeth  felt  that  she  had  touched  a  sore  spot  in 
Helene's  heart.  She  was  sorry,  and  wished  keenly  to 
remove  the  impression.  Herr  von  Walde  seemed  to 
read  this  thought  upon  her  face,  for  without  heeding 
the  change  in  Helene's  mood,  he  said  :  "  And  was  it 
especially  in  the  Thuringian  Forest  that  you  wished  to 
live  ?" 

"  Yes." 

«  Why  ?" 

"  Because  I  was  told,  in  my  earliest  childhood,  that 
we  came  originally  from  the  Thuringian  Forest." 
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u  Ah,  from  the  Gnadewitz  family  ?" 

"  That  was  my  mother's  maiden  name.  I  amaFer- 
ber,"  replied  Elizabeth  decidedly. 

"  You  say  that  with  an  emphasis,  as  though 
you  thanked  God  that  you  need  not  bear  the  other 
name." 

"  1  am  glad  of  it." 

"  Hem  !     It  had  an  imposing  ring  in  its  day." 

"  But  not  a  pure,  true  one." 

"  What  do  you  require  ?  It  was  as  good  at  every 
court  as  unadulterated  gold,  for  it  was  very  old,  and  its 
later  bearers  were,  therefore,  always  overwhelmed 
with  honors." 

"  Pardon  me,  but  I  cannot  at  all  understand 
how — "     She  blushed,  and  paused. 

"  Well  ?  You  began  the  sentence,  and  I  insist  upon 
knowing  its  end." 

"  That  offenses  are  rewarded  because  they  are  old," 
she  replied  hesitatingly. 

"  But  it  is  said  of  several  ancestors  of  the  Gnade- 
witzes  that  they  were  brave  and  worthy." 

"  That  may  be,  but  there  is  an  injustice  in  reward- 
ing, for  their  sake,  after  centuries,  those  who  are  not 
brave  and  worthy." 

"  Should  not  great  deeds  live  on  ?" 

"  Certainlv,  but  if  we  scorn  to  imitate  them  we  are 
not  worthy  to  enjoy  the  benefits  consequent  upon 
them,"  replied  Elizabeth,  with  decision. 

A  wagon  rolled  noisily  into  the  court.  Ilerr  von 
Walde  frowned,  and  drew  his  hand  across  his  eyes  as 
though  roughly  awakened  from  a  dream.  The  door 
opened,  and  the  baroness  entered.  Both  she  and  Bella, 
who  walked  at  her  mother's  side  with  the  decorum  of 
a  young  lady,  still  wore  hat  and  wraps. 
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"  There  we  are  safely  back.  The  air  is  wretched 
to-day.  I  repented  a  thousand  times  having  gone  out, 
and  shall  probably  do  penance  for  my  maternal  solici- 
tude with  a  bad  cold.  Bella  wished  to  see  how  vou 
are,  dear  Helene.  I  therefore  took  the  liberty  of 
bringing  her  with  me." 

The  little  girl  walked  straight  to  the  couch.  She 
seemed  not  to  see  Elizabeth,  who  sat  close  beside  it, 
and,  stooping  to  kiss  Helene's  hand,  Bella  pressed  so 
roughly  against  Elizabeth  that  a  button  of  her  wrap 
caught  the  delicate  trimming  of  the  dress  and  tore  it. 
Bella  withdrew  the  button,  cast  a  side  glance  at  the 
harm  she  had  clone,  then  turned  and  walked  over  to 
give  Herr  von  Walde  her  hand.  "  Now,"  said  he,  with- 
drawing his  hand,  "  have  you  asked  no  pardon  for 
your  awkwardness  ?" 

The  child  replied  not  one  word,  but  withdrew  to 
her  mother,  upon  whose  cheek  the  ill-boding  red 
spots  had  reappeared.  The  glance  which  she  darted 
at  Elizabeth  showed  that  her  resentment  was  directed 
against  the  victim  and  not  at  the  ill-bred  little 
daughter. 

"  Now,  child,  cannot  you  speak  ?"  Herr  von  Walde 
asked,  rising. 

"  Fraulein  Ferber  sat  so  near,"  said  the  baroness,  in 
place  of  the  obstinately  silent  Bella. 

"  Yes,  indeed,  I  should  have  moved.  Besides,  the 
castastrophe  is  trifling,"  said  Elizabeth  anxiously, 
reaching  with  a  smile  to  take  Bella's  hand.  But  the 
child  seemed  not  to  see  this  motion,  and  kept  both 
hands  under  her  mantle. 

Without  a  word,  Herr  von  Walde  took  her  by  the 
arm  and  led  her  directly  to  the  door,  which  he  opened. 
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"  Go  at  once  to  your  room,"  he  commanded,  "  and  do 
not  come  in  sight  of  me  again  unless  I  expressly  send 
for  you." 

The  baroness  was  beside  herself.  Her  features 
worked  vigorously  for  a  moment.  But  what  could  she 
do?  She  had  no  weapons  to  match  the  force  and  bar 
barism  of  this  man,  who  was  master  here,  and  now 
resumed  his  place  with  such  incensing  calmness  as 
though  he  had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  the  cruelty  of 
his  action.     At  last  prudence  carried  the  day. 

"  I  hope,  dear  Rudolph,"  she  said,  her  voice  trem- 
bling a  little,  "  that  you  will  not  treasure  up  this  little 
impropriety  against  Bella.  I  beg  you  to  consider  how 
inane  her  governess  is." 

"  Miss  Mertens  must  have  had  great  trouble,  in  view 
of  her  own  native  gentleness  and  delicate  tact,  in 
training  Bella  to  such  a  performance  as  this." 

A  dark-red  cloud  settled  upon  the  baroness'  brow, 
but  she  restrained  herself.  "  Heavens !"  she  ex- 
claimed, "  I  quite  forgot,  over  this  stupid  episode,  to 
tell  you  that  Emil  has  come  over  from  Odenburg.  He 
was  on  horseback  and  was  drenched,  and  is  just  now 
changing  his  suit.     May  he  present  himself  ?" 

A  bright  flush  passed  over  Helene's  face,  and  a 
happy  light  glowed  in  her  eyes ;  but  she  spoke  not  a 
word,  turning  her  face  away  to  conceal  the  signs  of 
excitement. 

"  Certainly,",  replied  Herr  von  Walde.  "  Will  he 
remain  some  time  ?" 

"  Some  days,  if  you  permit." 

"  Very  good ;  wTe  shall  see  him  in  your  rooms  when 
we  come  to  coffee." 

"  He  will  be  very  happy.     The  emigration  might 
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take  place  at  once  if  agreeable,  for  my  maid  tells  me 
that  everything  is  ready  for  receiving  my  dear 
guests." 

Elizabeth  arose  and  prepared  to  depart.  Herr  von 
Walde  favored  the  baroness  with  an  interrogatory 
glance.  He  expected  her  to  invite  the  young  girl  to 
remain.  At  that  moment,  however,  the  lady  found 
that  the  gardener  had  arranged  the  flower-table  in  the 
window-niche  "  too  charmingly,"  and  lost  herself  in 
contemplation  of  a  group  of  azaleas,  turning  her  back 
to  Elizabeth. 

Elizabeth  took  her  leave  after  Helene  had  thanked 
her  in  an  uncertain  voice,  but  very  warmly.  In  the 
corridor  she  met  Herr  von  Hollfeld.  When  he  saw 
her  he  doubled  his  pace.  Like  a  flash  of  lightning  his 
glance  scanned  the  corridor  in  all  directions,  as  though 
to  assure  himself  that  no  tale-bearer  was  present. 
Before  she  saw  what  he  meant,  he  seized  Elizabeth's 
hand  and  pressed  a  glowing  kiss  upon  it,  and  whis- 
pered :  "  How  happy  I  am  to  see  you  again." 

Elizabeth's  sense  of  insult  was  so  sudden  and  over- 
whelming that  she  could  find  no  words  for  it.  She 
withdrew  her  hand  as  though  she  had  been  stung,  and 
he  seemed  delighted,  for  at  that  moment  Helene's 
door  opened  and  Herr  von  Walde  emerged.  Hollfeld 
removed  his  hat,  as  though  he  had  just  recognized 
Elizabeth,  and  his  look  of  perfect  indifference  was 
directed  toward  his  cousin. 

Elizabeth  was  beside  herself  at  this  farce,  first  be- 
cause of  the  outrageous  familiarity,  which  made  her 
blood  boil  with  indignation,  and  the  denial  of  acquaint- 
ance in  the  presence  of  a  third  person  ;  her  maidenly 
pride  was  deeply  wounded.     She  scolded  herself  for 
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not  having  sharply  snubbed  him  on  the  spot.  A. 
brilliant  flush  mantled  her  face  at  the  thought  that  a 
man  had  touched  her  in  that  way.  The  place  his  lips 
had  touched  seemed  to  her  still  to  burn.  She  plunged 
it  hastily  into  a  spring  in  the  park  to  wash  away  the 
soil. 

She  reached  home  in  great  excitement,  and  com- 
plained to  her  mother,  with  tears  of  rage,  of  the  insult 
which  had  been  inflicted  upon  her.  Frau  Ferber  was 
a  very  sensible  woman,  quiet,  and  possessed  of  clear 
insight.  She  saw  at  once  from  Elizabeth's  indignation 
that  there  was  nothing  to  be  feared  for  her  child's 
heart.  Attacks  from  without  could  be  parried,  but 
not  the  misery  engendered  by  an  unfortunate  inclination. 

"  Now  that  you  know  the  nature  of  the  man,"  she 
said,  "it  will  not  be  difficult  for  you  to  avoid  all 
further  meetings  with  him,  and  if  he  should  neverthe- 
less be  intrusive,  to  teach  him  his  place.  His  behavior 
betrays  aristocratic  vanity  and  cowardice,  two  qualities 
which  will  probably  not  spur  him  on  to  go  farther 
when  he  sees  that  you  despise  his  homage.  But  in  any 
case  accustom  yourself  to  the  thought  that  with  your 
first  snub  you  make  an  enemy  who  may  later  cost  you 
vour  relations  with  Fraulein  von  Walde.  Of  course, 
that  will  not  for  a  moment  influence  your  action  ;  go 
on  your  own  way  calmly  and  quietly.  For  the 
present  I  advise  you  not  to  cease  your  visits  to 
Lindhof." 

"  Oh,  no ;  that  I  shall  not  do,"  cried  Elizabeth 
eagerly.  "  What  would  uncle  say  if  the  chick  in  haste 
and  terror  sought  refuge  under  the  sheltering  wings 
at  home?"  she  said,  smiling  amid  her  tears.  "It 
would  be  hard  if  I  did  not  possess  enough  of  all  the 
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strength  I  boasted  to  dispose  of  one  intrusive  man  so 
thoroughly  as  to  rob  him  forever  of  all  desire  for 
stolen  kisses." 

She  thought  of  her  conversation  with  Herr  von 
"Walde  and  found  to  her  own  consolation  that  she  was 
very  brave,  for  in  the  presence  of  those  penetrating 
eyes  and  that  forbidding  brow  it  was  not  so  easy  to 
utter  a  conviction  which  boldly  dared  to  attack  the 
proud  edifice  of  ancestral  pride.  She  had  expected 
every  moment  to  see  his  glance  envelop  itself  in  ice 
again,  as  in  the  conversation  with  the  baroness,  but 
the  peculiar  glow  and  expression  which  had  struck  her 
at  first  when  she  took  her  place  opposite  him  had  not 
faded  away.  It  had  even  seemed  several  times  as 
though  the  lips  behind  the  beard  parted  in  a  slight, 
scarcely  perceptible  smile. 

"  Perhaps  he  enjoyed  himself  this  morning,"  she 
thought,  "in  the  role  of  the  lion  and  mouse.  He 
generously  permitted  a  little  girl  to  unpack  her  naive 
opinions  at  his  feet ;  there  they  lie,  for  no  one  could 
expect  the  noble  back  to  bend  and  its  owner  to  pick 
them  up ;  but  for  the  moment  they  amused  him  as  a 
proof  that  the  proverb  of  the  little  dog  barking  at  the 
moon  is  true." 

She  said  this  insistently  to  herself  to  impress  upon 
her  faithless  memory  the  universally  attested  fact  of 
his  unbounded  arrogance.  She  did  not  know  how  the 
thought  came  to  her,  but  she  was  suddenly  conscious 
that  she  would  have  to  suffer  boundlessly  beneath  the 
pride  of  Herr  von  Walde  if  he  should  bring  it  to  bear 
upon  her.  She  would,  therefore,  be  doubly  careful  not 
to  be  beguiled  by  the  forms  of  general  politeness.  That 
he  respected  these,  and  applied  them  consistently,  he 
proved  next  day  most  incontrovertibly. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

The  next  day  she  was  just  in  the  act  of  starting 
into  the  garden  with  her  sewing-basket  when  there 
was  a  ring  at  the  little  portal.  Recollecting  the  scene 
of  yesterday,  her  astonishment  was  well-founded 
when  she  saw  Bella  standing  before  her.  Behind  the 
child  stood  Miss  Mertens  and  the  gentleman  whom 
Elizabeth  had  recently  met  in  the  evening.  Bella 
offered  her  hand  upon  entering,  and  made  a  shy,  em- 
barrassed face,  but  said  not  a  word.  Elizabeth, 
amazed,  guessed  the  reason  of  their  coming,  and  tried 
to  relieve  the  embarrassment  of  the  situation  by 
expressing  her  pleasure  at  seeing  the  little  girl  in  her 
home,  .and  suggested  that  they  should  go  into  the 
garden,  but  Miss  Mertens  came  forward. 

"  Do  not  make  it  too  easy  for  Bella,  Fraulein  Fer- 
ber,"  she  said.  "  She  is  expressly  required  to  beg 
your  pardon  for  her  rudeness  of  yesterday,  and  I  must 
insist  upon  her  doing  so." 

These  words,  spoken  with  great  decision,  and  pos- 
sibly the  protecting  darkness  of  the  hall,  which  she 
had  entered,  holding  Elizabeth's  hand,  loosened  Bella's 
tongue.  She  softly  begged  pardon,  and  promised  not 
to  be  naughty  again. 

"Then  that  is  happily  disposed  of ,"  cried  the  gentle- 
man, placing  himself  at  Miss  Mertens'  side,  and  with  a 
roguish  smile  making  a  profound  bow  to  Elizabeth. 
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"  It  may  seem  to  you  very  unusual,"  he  began, 
"  that  I,  who  do  not  belong  to  it,  have  joined  this  dep- 
utation for  purposes  of  atonement.  But  I  am  of  the 
opinion  that  in  matters  of  forgiveness  one  is  apt  to 
turn  a  blind  eye,  and  that  seems  to  me  a  favorable 
moment  for  a  stranger  to  smuggle  himself  in.  Mv 
name  is  Ernst  Bernhardt.  I  am  Herr  von  Walde's 
traveling  companion  and  secretary,  and  I  have  been 
consumed  for  a  week  past  by  the  desire  to  make  the 
acquaintance  of  the  interesting  family  of  Castle 
Gnadeck." 

Elizabeth  kindly  extended  to  him  her  hand.  "  The 
old  walls  have  looked  kindly  down  upon  the  evil  deeds 
of  the  robber  knights,"  she  said,  "  and  we  have,  there- 
fore, no  ground  to  condemn  smuggling.  You  will 
certainly  be  welcomed  by  my  parents." 

She  went  in  advance  and  opened  the  high  oaken 
door  that  led  to  the  garden.  Her  parents  and  uncle, 
who  were  sitting  with  little  Ernst  under  the  linden, 
rose  at  sight  of  the  entering  company  and  went  to 
meet  them.  Elizabeth  introduced  them  all  around, 
and  then,  at  a  hint  from  her  mother,  went  into  the 
house  to  prepare  some  refreshments  for  the  guests. 
When  she  came  back  Bella  had  laid  aside  her  sunshade 
and  mantle.  She  sat  leaning  upon  a  swing  which 
Ferber  had  made  between  two  trees.  Ernst  was 
swinging  her,  and  seemed  not  a  little  proud  of  his  new 
playmate. 

"  Truly,"  said  Reinhardt,  pointing  to  Bella,  who  was 
flying  high  into  the  air,  exulting  and  rejoicing, 
"  any  one  who  saw  the  little  girl  this  morning,  with 
what  unchildlike  demeanor  she  entered  Herr  von 
Walde's  room  to  beg  pardon  for  her  rudeness  of  yes- 
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terday,  and  how  defiantly  and  angrily  she  looked  up  at 
him  when  he  declared  that  he  would  not  see  her  again 
until  she  had  begged  Fraulein  Ferber's  pardon  " — here 
Elizabeth  blushed  violently,  and  busied  herself  intently 
with  two  large  slices  of  bread  and  honey  which  she 
was  spreading  for  Ernst  and  Bella — "  could  scarcely 
know  her  again  in  the  little  thing  there,  with  all  the 
simple  joy  of  childhood  in  her  face." 

The  hour  that  followed  was  a  delightful  one.  Miss 
Mertens  showed  herself  very  well  informed  and  agree- 
able, and  Reinhardt  told  in  a  charming  way  of  his 
journeys  and  studies. 

"  We  should  probably  not  have  thought  of  returning 
for  a  long  time  yet,"  he  said  in  conclusion  of  a  long 
series  of  entertaining  observations  upon  Spain,  "  but 
very  different  unfavorable  reports  from  Thuringia 
induced  Herr  von  Walde  to  abandon  the  plans  we  had 
just  formed.  It  happens  now  and  then  that  love  of 
domination  makes  the  victim  blind,  and  a  suggestion 
once  injudiciously  made  by  a  feminine  correspondent, 
that  Ilerr  von  Walde  be  so  good  as  to  pension  the  good 
but  senile  pastor  of  Lindhof,  who  had  grown  heavy  and 
was  no  longer  capable  of  arousing  souls,  crowned  the 
unwelcome  tidings,  and  was  the  final  determining  occa- 
sion of  our  starting  homeward  forthwith.  When  we 
arrived  in  the  vicinity  of  Lindhof,  and  left  the  wagon 
and  the  highroad  to  take  the  last  part  of  the  journey 
on  foot,  we  met  with  another  charming  adventure 
'Queer.  Look  there,  Rein  hard  t ;  what  should  you  say 
that  gleam  up  at  old  Gnadeck  is  V  asked  Herr  von 
Walde.  '  A  light,'  I  replied.  '  We  must  look  at  that 
more  closely,'  he  said,  and  began  to  climb.  The  point 
grew  steadily  larger,  and  proved  at  last  to  our  aston- 
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ishment  to  be  two  brightly-lighted  high  windows. 
There  came  a  light  step  tripping  up  the  mountain 
behind  us,  a  white  dress  fluttered  in  the  wind,  and 
suddenly  there  hovered  in  the  moonlit  opening  what  I 
thought  was  some  higher  being.  I,  as  the  bolder, 
approached,  still  fearing  that  the  figure  might  melt 
away  before  my  mortal  breath,  when,  woe  is  me,  its 
lips  parted  and  it  spoke  of  two  well-trained  goats  and 
a  dear  canary  bird." 

Universal  laughter  followed  this  picture. 

"  As  we  went  down  the  mountain-side  my  master  did 
not  open  his  lips,"  continued  Reinhardt,  "  but  certain 
symptoms  led  me  to  fear  that  you  were  not  the  only 
person  who  laughed  at  me  on  that  occasion.  It  might 
not  have  been  so  bad  if  you  had  accompanied  us,  like 
a  friendly  fairy.  But  all  the  moonlight  and  daintiness 
stayed  on  the  mountain,  while  we  were  forced  to  climb 
down  into  the  dark  valley,  where  a  close,  sultry  atmos- 
phere prevailed,  and  no  one,  not  even  a  waking  breeze, 
brought  a  welcome  to  meet  us  upon  our  return  home. 
In  the  castle  countless  lights  flew  by  the  windows  like 
fireflies.  The  wagon  with  the  baggage  had  arrived 
before  us,  and  must  have  produced  the  same  effect 
with  the  rolling  of  its  wheels  that  the  rumble  of 
thunder  on  Judgment  Day  will,  for  there  was  such  an 
excitement  when  we  arrived  that  I  should  have  pre- 
ferred to  turn  my  steps  away  again,  and  rest  my  weary 
head  under  some  dark,  quiet  bush.  The  only  person 
who  maintained  an  admirable  equanimity  among  the 
startled  ant-heap  was  Chaplain  Mohring.  He  had 
most  speedily  donned  a  white  necktie  and  received  the 
master  of  the  house  with  a  sanctimonious  and  well- 
expressed  address  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs." 
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"  The  rule  of  that  worthy  gentleman  is  at  an  end,  I 
fancy,"  observed  the  forester. 

"  Yes,  indeed,  God  be  thanked !"  replied  Miss 
Mertens.  "He  will  soon  leave  Lindhof  forever. 
Baroness  Lessen  has  used  her  influence  successfully  to 
get  him  a  good  position.  He  could  not  bear  to 
retreat  into  nothingness  so  suddenly  where  he  had 
ruled  with  all  the  persecuting  hatred  of  the  tyrant  who 
seeks  to  bring  everything  under  his  feet.  Not  one 
thought  might  be  cherished  within  his  domain  without 
his  approval,  and  while  he  smilingly  fawned  upon  his 
mistress  he  clinched  his  iron  fist  upon  her  throat. 
Every  one  in  the  house  was  required  to  write  down  at 
night  all  the  thoughts  and  emotions  which  they  had 
experienced  in  the  performance  of  their  duties  during 
the  day.  I  can  see  the  poor  house-maids  now,  who 
had  trouble  enough  to  spell  out  a  poor  little  note  to 
their  relations,  finding  it  more  exhausting  than  a  whole 
day's  ironing.  The  poor  creatures  would  sit  in  the 
cold  rooms  on  winter  evenings,  hold  the  pen  in  their 
stiff,  tired  fingers,  and  wearily  trump  up  some  poor 
phrases.  i  Yes,  if  the  chaplain  had  worked  as  I  did 
this  day,'  one  of  them  would  whisper  in  a  timid  voice, 
but  with  profoundest  hatred,  '  he  would  lose  his  love 
of  writing.' " 

"  I  think  so  too  I"  cried  the  forester.  "  Now,  let 
any  one  tell  me  that  that  is  not  the  most  abominable 
maltreatment  of  human  beings,  carried  on  under  pre- 
tense of  effort  to  please  God !" 

"The  worst  of  it  is,"  said  Ferber,  "that  a  man, 
unless  he  stands  very  high  morally,  or  possesses  an 
especial  fund  of  good-nature,  finally  hates  not  only  his 
torturer,  but  the  cause  in  whose  name  he  is   abused. 
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Thus  he  gets  farther  away  from  the  belief  he  out- 
wardly acknowledges,  for  his  subsistence  depends  upon 
the  mask  he  wears,  and  I  call  that  the  destruction  of 
all  religious  sense  in  the  people." 

"  It  is  a  good  thing  that  one  has  come  at  last  who 
has  will  and  strength  to  command,  'Thus  far  and  no 
farther !'  That  came  like  the  flood  !"  chuckled  the 
forester. 

"  Herr  von  Walde  possesses  energy  and  moral  power 
rare  in  any  man,"  observed  Miss  M ertens  eagerly. 
"  He  has  a  close  mouth  and  an  open  eye,  and  malice, 
tale-bearing,  and  hypocrisy  lose  courage  and  shrink 
before  it." 

Reinhardt  meanwhile  had  been  attentively  observ- 
ing the  walls  of  the  ruinous  wing  of  the  castle  which 
bounded  the  garden  upon  the  south  side.  It  was  a 
most  irregular  structure.  Three  immense  pointed 
arch-windows  of  faultless  form  arose,  starting  about 
six  feet  from  the  ground  and  mounting  through  two 
stories  of  the  building.  Close  to  them  a  sort  of  jutty 
projected  far  into  the  garden,  making  a  deep  corner. 
A  mighty  oak  towered  between  the  two  walls,  stretch- 
ing its  single  branches  through  the  nearest  paneless 
window  into  the  cool,  airy  room  within,  which  had 
once  been  the  castle  chapel,  and  must  have  been  cal- 
culated to  accommodate  a  considerable  congregation, 
since  it  occupied  the  whole  depth  of  the  wing.  Oppo- 
site these  windows  rose  three  precisely  similar  ones. 
They  were  less  exposed  to  wind  and  weather,  and  had 
retained  in  the  finely  chiseled  stone-rosettes  some 
pieces  of  stained-glass.  Back  of  them  lay  the  dusky 
court,  with  its  crumbling,  ghostly  walls,  like  a  picture 
in  grays.     The  garden  side  of  the  wing  was  motley 
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enough.  The  most  boundless  caprice  had  thrown 
together  windows  and  decorations  of  every  pattern. 
To  judge  from  this  exterior  the  great  building  must 
have  been  a  very  labyrinth  of  apartments,  corridors, 
stairs.  It  was  the  jutty  which  most  contributed  to  the 
threatening,  dangerous  aspect  of  the  edifice.  It  leaned 
loweringly  sideward  and  seemed  only  to  wait  an  appro- 
priate moment  for  burying  the  blossoming  life  of  the 
oaks  under  its  own  stone  masses.  It  had  decked  its 
decrepit  members  out  coquettishly  in  a  cloak  of  fresh 
vitality.  An  impenetrable  spider's  web  of  ivy 
wrapped  it  to  the  cleft  gable  and  left  neither  rents, 
fissures,  nor  windows  visible  in  the  masonry.  Single 
climbing  plants  had  clambered  over  the  oaks  and  clung 
to  the  loosened  stones  of  the  wall  in  the  main  front, 
brazenly  embracing  the  escutcheons  carved  at  all 
available  points  and  looking  out  grimly  enough  under 
their  obtrusive  decoration. 

"  I  tried,"  said  Ferber,  "  to  explore  this  wing  as  far 
as  possible,  just  after  we  came  here,  for  it  interested 
me  by  reason  of  its  peculiar  architecture.  I  could, 
however,  get  no  farther  than  the  chapel,  and  even  there 
it  seemed  to  me  dangerous  to  stay.  As  you  see,  the 
whole  upper  story  has  collapsed,  the  weight  of  the 
debris  has  sunk  the  ceiling  of  the  little  church  so  far 
that  it  looks  as  though  it  must  fall  in  at  the  slightest 
breeze.  The  jutty  has  only  become  so  feeble  within 
the  last  few  weeks,  and  in  consequence  of  several 
.  thunderstorms.  It  must  be  removed,  because  it  will 
otherwise  cut  a  part  of  the  garden  off  from  our  use. 
If  I  could  have  obtained  workmen  it  would  have  been 
carried  away  ere  this." 

After  this  description  Bernhardt  declared  that    his 
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"  appetite  for  explorations  within  the  ruin  "  was  gone. 
The  connecting  building,  however,  interested  him  the 
more,  and  when  he  said  so,  Ferber  arose  to  show  his 
guests  his  dwelling.  First,  however,  the  rampart 
behind  them  was  investigated.  Ferber  was  very  skill- 
ful and  active,  and  used  every  spare  hour  for  decorat- 
ing his  new  possession.  The  steps'which  led  to  the 
top  of  the  earthworks  he  had  renovated  with  his  own 
hands,  and  they  now  arose  white  and  smooth  from 
the  well-mown  turf  which  covered  the  sloping  side 
of  the  earthworks.  Above,  the  rather  broad  plateau 
was  strewn  with  fresh  gravel,  and  in  the  center  close 
to  the  lindens  stood  a  set  of  garden  furniture  of  home 
manufacture. 

While  the  company  was  leaning  upon  the  parapet 
enjoying  the  view  across  the  steep  descent  of  the  moun- 
tain into  the  valley,  Elizabeth  related  the  tale  of 
Sabine's  ancestor,  for  this  rampart  must  undoubtedly 
have  been  the  scene  of  the  event. 

"  Boo !"  said  Eeinhardt,  shaking  his  head.  "  Thanks 
very  much  for  such  a  leap  through  the  air.  The  wall 
is  high,  and  when  I  imagine,  in  place  of  the  green  moss 
there  below,  the  dark  slimy  water  of  a  castle  moat  full 
of  frogs  and  crawling  things,  I  cannot  conceive  of  the 
determination  to  leap  into  it." 

"  Well,"  said  Miss  Mertens,  "  despair  has  led  many 
persons  to  seek  death  in  yet  more  horrible  ways." 

At  that  moment  Elizabeth  seemed  to  see  anew  the 
glance  of  passion  and  greed  which  Hollfeld  had  fixed 
upon  her  yesterday,  and  thinking  of  the  loathing  she 
had  experienced  when  he  touched  her,  she  decided  in 
her  own  mind  that  it  was  not  so  hard  to  imagine  the 
situation  of  the  persecuted  maiden. 
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"  Now,  child,"  said  her  uncle,  awakening  her  from 
her  reflections,  "  are  you  trying  to  hear  the  grass  grow 
down  there  that  you  stand  so  still  ?" 

Her  horror  vanished  instantly  at  the  sight  of  his 
clear  eyes  and  the  sound  of  his  honest  voice.  "  No, 
uncle,"  she  responded,  smiling;  "  I'll  leave  the  attempt, 
though  I  do  flatter  myself  I  possess  good  eyes  and  ears 
for  the  life  and  doings  of  mother  nature." 

He  took  her  hand  and  led  her  after  the  others,  who 
were  just  entering  the  building.  At  the  stairs  Bella 
came  running  toward  Miss  Mertens.  She  had  several 
picture-books  in  one  hand  and  with  the  other  drew  her 
governess  toward  Elizabeth's  room. 

"  Think,  Miss  Mertens  !"  she  exclaimed  ;  "  they  see 
our  castle  even  here  !"  The  conception  of  ownership 
in  that  direction  was  very  clear  in  her  mind,  and 
small  wonder,  for  the  manner  in  which  her  mother 
had  hitherto  wielded  the  scepter  had  left  no  doubt  for 
older  people  that  she  regarded  herself  as  absolute 
monarch  of  Lindhof.  "  Do  you  see  the  road  down 
there  ?"  she  asked  eagerly.  "  Uncle  Rudolph  has 
just  ridden  by.  He  recognized  me  and  waved  his 
hand.  Mamma  will  be  glad  that  he  is  friends  with  me 
again." 

Miss  Mertens  recommended  her  to  continue  to  be  a 
good  girl,  and  now  to  bring  her  hat  and  mantle,  as  it 
was  time  to  go. 

Elizabeth  and  Ernst  accompanied  them  down  to  the 
park. 

"  We  have  stayed  too  long,"  said  Miss  Mertens,  with 
a  troubled  face,  when  she  had  taken  leave  of  the  Fer- 
bers,  and  passed  through  the  little  portal  to  the  forest 
clearing.  "  I  must  make  up  my  mind  to  storms  and 
evil  weather  this  day." 
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"  You  mean  that  the  baroness  will  be  vexed  at  your 
remaining  so  long?" 

"  Undoubtedly." 

"  But  you  must  not  repent  it  for  that  all ;  we  have 
had  a  charming  afternoon,"  continued  Bernhardt. 

The  children  had  gone  on  in  advance,  hand  in  hand, 
and  disappeared  from  time  to  time  in  the  woods,  seek- 
ing wild  flowers.  Hector,  who  had  deserted  his  master 
and  joined  the  company,  sprang  merrily  hither  and 
thither,  not  failing  to  come  occasionally  to  have  Eliza- 
beth, the  lady  of  his  heart,  stroke  his  head. 

He  suddenly  stopped  and  planted  himself  in  the 
middle  of  the  path.  They  were  near  the  park. 
Through  the  shrubbery  the  gleaming  green  of  the  turf 
was  visible  and  the  splashing  of  the  nearest  fountain 
audible.  Hector  had  made  the  discovery  of  a  feminine 
figure  coming  with  rapid  steps  toward  the  descending 
company.  Elizabeth  instantly  recognized  the  silent 
Bertha  from  the  Lodge,  though  her  whole  appearance 
was  strangely  altered. 

The  young  girl  could  not  have  had  any  idea  of  the 
presence  of  others,  for  she  was  gesticulating  violently. 
A  deep  flush  covered  her  cheeks,  her  brows  were  con- 
tracted, as  if  in  deepest  agony  of  soul,  and  her  lips 
moved  in  inaudible  soliloquy.  Her  small  white  flower- 
trimmed  hat  had  fallen  from  her  braids  and  hung  about 
her  neck  by  the  ribbons ;  but  in  consequence  of  her 
violent  movements  these  too  gave  way,  and  the  hat 
fell  to  the  ground  without  its  owner  noticing  her 
loss. 

She  ran  forward,  and  only  when  she  stood  directly 
face  to  face  with  Elizabeth  did  she  raise  her  eyes. 
Horrified,  as  though  she  had  seen  an  adder,  she  started 
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back ;  but  her  expression  of  pain  changed  instantly 
to  one  of  deepest  hatred.  Her  eyes  flashed  hatred, 
she  clinched  her  fists  convulsively,  while  a  hissing 
sound  issued  from  her  lips.  It  looked  as  though  she 
would  throw  herself,  in  her  fury,  upon  the  young  girl. 

Reinhardt  placed  himself  instantly  at  Elizabeth's 
side  and  drew  her  back  one  step.  When  Bertha  saw 
him  she  uttered  a  low  cry  and  ran  blindly  into  the 
woods,  making  a  path  for  herself  by  force,  though  her 
clothing  clung  to  the  thorns  and  drooping  boughs 
caught  her  hair  and  beat  against  her  brow.  In  a  few 
moments  she  had  disappeared  into  the  thicket. 

"That  was  Bertha  from  the  Lodge!"  cried  Miss 
Mertens,  in  amazement.  "What  can  have  happened 
to  her  ?" 

"  Yes,  what  can  have  happened  ?"  repeated  Rein- 
hardt. "  The  young  person  was  in  a  state  of  fearful 
excitement,  but  her  fury  seemed  to  reach  its  height 
just  as  she  saw  you,"  he  continued  to  Elizabeth.  "Is 
she  a  relative  of  yours  ?" 

"  Not  exactly,"  responded  the  young  girl,  "  for  she 
is  not  even  nearly  related  to  my  uncle;  nor  do  I  know 
her.  She  avoided  my  presence  from  the  first,  though 
/or  a  long  time  I  sincerely  wished  for  friendly  relations 
(  vith  her.  It  is  clear  that  she  hates  me,  but  I  do  not 
know  why.  It  ought  to  grieve  me,  but  her  character 
impresses  me  too  unfavorably  for  me  to  attach  much 
importance  to  her  opinion." 

"  Child,  child,  there  is  no  question  of  opinion  there. 
The  little  fury  would  have  liked  to  bite  you." 

"  I  am  not  afraid  of  her,"  replied  Elizabeth,  with  a 
smile. 

"  Yet  I  would  advise  you  to  be  prudent,"  said  Miss 
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Mertens.  "  The  small  person  has  something  demoni- 
acal in  her  appearance.  Where  can  she  have  come 
from  ?" 

"  Apparently  from  the  castle,"  observed  Elizabeth, 
picking  up  Bertha's  hat,  and  brushing  some  stray  dry 
leaves  and  clinging  moss  from  its  artificial  roses. 

"  I  do  not  think  so,"  replied  Miss  Mertens.  "  Since 
she  has  been  dumb  she  has,  oddly  enough,  ceased  her 
visits  to  Lindhof.  She  was  formerly  there  every  day, 
taking  part  in  the  Bible  lessons,  and  a  great  protegee 
of  the  baroness.  But  that  all  came  to  a  sudden  end  ; 
no  one  knew  why.  I  have  only  seen  her  now  and  then 
in  my  lonely  walks,  gliding  through  the  park  quick  as 
a  snake,  and  as  uncanny  as  any  reptile." 

The  speaker  had  already  reached  the  first  gravel- 
walk  of  the  park ;  it  was  time  to  take  leave,  which 
was  done  most  heartily. 

"Listen,  Elsie,"  said  Ernst,  when  the  others  had 
vanished  behind  the  next  group  of  shrubbery  ;  "  now 
let  us  see  which  of  us  can  reach  the  corner  first." 

The  corner  was  the  end  of  the  narrow  wood-path 
that  stretched  along  the  foot  of  the  mountain. 

"  Good,  my  lad  !"  laughed  Elizabeth,  and  began  to 
run. 

At  first  she  kept  pace  with  the  small  legs  that 
bravely  struggled  to  get  ahead,  but  near  the  end  she 
flew  forward  like  an  arrow,  and  stood  in  the  middle  of 
the  forest-path  close  to  a  horse's  head  that,  to  her 
terror,  snapped  at  her  violently.  Hector,  who  had 
been  bounding  at  her  heels,  raised  a  loud  yell.  The 
horse  sprang  backward  and  reared  almost  perpendicu- 
larly upon  its  hind  legs. 

"  Back !"  shouted  a  powerful  voice. 
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Elizabeth  seized  the  boy,  who  had  come  on  mean- 
while, and  sprang  aside  with  him  ;  almost  in  the  same 
instant  the  horse  plunged  out  of  the  forest  and  tore, 
scarcely  touching  the  ground  with  its  hoofs,  across  the 
field.  Herr  von  Walde  was  mounted  upon  the  animal, 
which  was  making  the  most  frantic  efforts  to  unseat 
its  rider  ;  but  he  sat  firm  as  a  wall ;  once  only  he  bent 
and  lashed  his  riding-whip  at  Hector,  who  was  madly 
leaping  at  the  horse,  and  making  it  more  unmanage- 
able. For  awhile  the  racer  bounded  about  the  turf, 
then  he  turned  suddenly  aside  and  vanished  into  the 
woods. 

Elizabeth  felt  her  teeth  chattering  in  nameless 
anguish,  for  she  could  not  for  a  moment  doubt  that  an 
accident  must  follow.  She  took  Ernst  by  the  hand 
and  wished  to  run  to  the  castle  for  help,  but  after  a 
few  steps  she  saw  the  rider  returning.  The  animal 
was  more  quiet,  foam  flew  from  its  bit,  and  Elizabeth 
saw  how  its  legs  trembled.  Herr  von  "Walde  patted 
its  neck  caressingly,  sprang  off  and  fastened  it  to  a 
tree,  then  he  strode  up  to  Elizabeth. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  young  girl,  with  a 
trembling  voice,  when  he  stood  before  her. 

"  How  so,  my  child  ?"  he  gently  asked.  "  You  have 
done  no  harm.  Come,  sit  down  a  little  here  on  the 
bank.  You  have  been  terrified  and  are  deathly 
pale." 

He  made  a  motion  as  though  he  would  take  her  hand 
and  lead  her,  but  his  arm  sank  at  once  to  his  side. 
Elizabeth  obeyed  his  injunction  mechanically.  He 
seated  himself  beside  her.  Ernst  leaned  upon  his  sister 
and  looked  with  his  large,  beautiful  eyes  straight  at 
Herr  von  Walde's  face.    The  lad  had  been  terrified 
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for  a  moment  only  when  the  horse  came  unexpectedly 
out  of  the  woods.  The  bounding  about  on  the  turf  had 
amused  him,  for  he  had  no  conception  of  the  danger, 

'A-What  were  you  going  to  do  a  moment  ago,  when 
you  tried  so  stormily  to  enter  the  woods  ?"  asked  Herr 
von  Walde,  after  a  brief  pause. 

A  roguish  smile  played  about  Elizabeth's  lips,  which 
were  still  pale.     "  I  was  pursued,"  she  replied. 

"  By  whom  ?" 

"  By  this  man  here ;"  she  pointed  to  Ernst.  "  We 
were  running  a  race." 

"  Is  the  lad  your  brother  V 

"  Yes."  She  looked  lovingly  into  the  boy's  face,  and 
stroked  his  dark,  curlv  hair. 

"  And  she  is  my  only  sister,"  observed  Ernst,  with 
great  emphasis. 

"  So  ?  You  seem  to  get  on  very  well  with  this  only 
sister,"  said  Herr  von  Walde. 

"  Oh !  yes ;  I  love  her  very  much.  She  plays  with 
me  just  like  a  boy." 

"  Eeally  ?"  asked  Herr  von  Walde. 

"  When  I  want  to  march  she  puts  on  a  paper-cap 
like  the  one  she  makes  me,  and  drums  through  the 
garden  as  long  as  I  want  her  to.  Before  I  go  to  sleep 
she  tells  me  stories,  and  she  spreads  my  bread  a  great 
deal  thicker  than  mamma  does." 

A  merry  smile  passed  over  Herr  von  Walde's  face. 
Elizabeth  saw  it  for  the  first  time,  and  thought  it  made 
his  features,  whose  seriousness  she  had  thought  immov- 
able, indescribably  charming.  It  seemed  to  her  like  a 
bright  ray  coming  unexpectedly  from  a  sky  filled  with 
black  clouds. 

"  You  are  right,  my  lad,"  he  said,  drawing  the  boy 
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toward  him.  "  Those  are  all  qualities  deserving  recog- 
nition. But  is  she  never  cross  ?"  he  queried  farther, 
pointing  to  Elizabeth,  who  laughed  like  a  child  at 
Ernst's  revelations,  which  she  found  deliciously  funny. 

"  No,  never  cross,"  replied  the  boy,  "  but  often  grave, 
and  then  she  plays  the  piano." 

"  But,  Ernst " 

"  Oh  !  yes,  Elsie,"  interrupted  the  boy  eagerly  ;  "  do 
you  remember  in  B ,  when  we  were  so  poor  ?" 

"  Well,  you  may  be  right  about  that,"  the  girl  re- 
plied unconstrainedly.  "  But  that  was  only  when  papa 
and  mamma  w^ere  forced  to  wear  themselves  out  alone 
for  our  daily  bread.     It  was  better  afterward." 

"But  you  play  the  piano  still  ?" 

"  Yes,"  responded  Elizabeth  ;  "  but  no  longer  in  the 
sense  in  wThich  Ernst  means.  My  family  are  provided 
for." 

"  And  you  ?"  inquired  Herr  von  Walde. 

u  1  ?  I  have  courage  to  take  up  the  gauntlet  from 
life,  and  wrring  out  of  it  what  is  necessary  for  my 
independence." 

"  You  mean  to  undertake  that  ?" 

"  I  shall  take  a  position  as  governess  next  year." 

"  Does  not  Miss  Mertens'  experience  deter  you  2" 

"  Not  at  all.  I  am  not  so  weak  as  to  wish  for  the 
bread  of  idleness  when  I  see  thousands  in  my  circum- 
stances taking  the  burden  of  service  upon  them." 

"  But  here  it  is  not  a  question  of  work,  but  of  endur- 
ing, bearing.  You  are  proud.  That  is  proved,  not 
alone  by  your  expression,  but  by  the  views  you  ex- 
pressed yesterday." 

"  It  may  be  pride  to  value  the  dignity  of  the  human 
being  more  highly  than  those  externals  which  egotism 
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has  invented  and  maintains.  But  because  I  do  that  I 
believe  that  one  person  can  humiliate  another  only  so 
far  as  he  seems  to  him  morally  and  intellectually 
higher,  unattainable — never  by  humiliating  treat- 
ment." 

"  And  you  think  yourself  steeled  by  this  belief  to 
endure  all  the  great  and  small  suffering  which  a  heart- 
less, capricious  mistress  can  inflict  upon  you  ?" 

"Oh!  no;  but  I  shall  keep  my  head  erect  with 
her." 

A  brief  pause  followed,  during  which  Ernst  ap- 
proached the  horse  and  looked  at  it  with  great 
attention. 

"  I  thought  from  what  you  said  yesterday  that  you 
loved  your  present  home,"  began  Herr  von  Walde 
anew. 

"  Yes,  indescribably." 

"I  can  understand  that,  for  we  have  here  the  most 
beautiful  region  of  Thuringia.  But  how  can  you  so 
readily  accept  the  thought  of  going  away  from  it 
again  ?" 

"  It  will  not  be  in  the  least  degree  easy ;  on  the 
contrary.  But  my  father  has  always  taught  me  that 
Ave  must  accept  the  necessary  before  the  agreeable, 
and  that  I  perfectly  comprehend.  What  is  less  com- 
prehensible is  that  one  can  leave  the  agreeable  when 
there  is  no  necessity." 

"  Ah !  that  is  meant  for  me.  You  do  not  understand 
how  a  man  can  voluntarily  poke  about  among  the 
dusky  pyramids  when  he  might  be  breathing  this  cool, 
sunny  air?" 

Elizabeth  felt  a  fiery  blush  mount  to  her  face.  Herr 
von  Walde  was  touching,  with  light  humor,  upon  the 
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jesting  conversation  between  her  uncle  and  herself,  of 
which  he  had  been  an  involuntary  eavesdropper. 

"  If  I  should  try  to  make  that  comprehensible  to 
you,  you  would  not  understand  me.  You  seem  to  me 
to  feel  no  lack  within  your  home-circle,"  he  said,  after 
a  short  silence.  He  was  leaning  forward,  mechanic- 
ally drawing  a  circle  at  his  feet  with  his  riding-whip. 
He  spoke  in  a  deep  voice,  which  always  appealed 
strongly  to  Elizabeth.  "But  there  comes  a  time  when 
one  flees  out  into  the  wild  world  to  forget  that  joy  is 
wanting  at  home.  A  painful  lack  in  one's  existence  a 
man  can  best  push  into  the  background,  if  he  cannot 
fill  it  out,  by  burying  himself  in  scientific  wrork." 

She  stood  before  the  sore  point  in  his  soul.  He  felt 
deeply  that  at  home  he  did  not  receive  the  love  he 
eagerly  longed  for  and  might  well  claim,  since  he  con- 
stantly showed  his  sister  the  purest,  most  self-sacrificing 
tenderness.  This  pain  Elizabeth  had  comprehended 
before  she  knew  Herr  von  Walde,  but  in  the  moment 
in  which  he  expressed  it  so  undisguisedly  the  longing 
to  comfort  him  welled  up  in  her  heart.  Words  of 
sympathy  almost  formed  upon  her  lips,  but  an  inex- 
plicable reluctance  to  express  what  she  felt  deterred 
her,  and  ao  her  glance  strayed  to  the  firm  lines  of  his 
profile — the  brow  that  remained  imperious  and  proud, 
while  his  voice  was  gentle  and  sorrowful — there  arose 
the  disquieting  suspicion  that  he  had  forgotten  for  the 
moment  who  sat  beside  him,  and  his  aristocratic  feel- 
ing would  make  him  bitterly  repent  the  moment  when 
he  had  let  an  insignificant  girl  glance  into  his  sternly 
reserved  soul.  This  thought  sent  the  blood  to  her 
cheeks  again.  She  arose  quickly,  and  called  Ernst. 
Herr  von  Walde  turned  his  head  in  surprise,  and  his 
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eye  rested  a  moment  inquiringly  upon  her  face.  Then 
he  too  arose,  and  stood  as  though  he  would  confirm 
her  assumption,  suddenly  clothed  in  all  his  proud  quiet 
and  composure.  But  the  gloomy,  melancholy  expres- 
sion of  eyes  and  brow,  to  which  her  father  had  called 
her  attention,  struck  her  for  the  first  time,  and  made 
the  same  impression  as  his  voice  had  done. 

"  You  are  usually  very  quick  to  think,"  he  said,  evi- 
dently making  an  effort  to  assume  a  lighter  tone,  and 
walking  slowly  by  Elizabeth's  side.  "  Before  one  has 
finished  a  sentence,  one  sees  in  your  eyes  that  the 
answer  is  on  your  lips.  So  your  silence  at  the  present 
moment  assures  me  that  I  was  right  in  assuming  that 
you  would  not  understand  me,  because  you  do  not  miss 
anything." 

"  The  idea  of  happiness  is  so  very  various,  that  I  can- 
not, indeed,  know " 

"  The  idea  we  all  have  in  common,"  he  interrupted. 
"  But  in  vou  it  is  still  slumbering." 

"  Oh,  no,"  she  said,  eagerly  and  surprised,  forgetting 
her  reserve.  "  I  love  my  dear  ones  with  all  my  heart, 
and  have  the  blessed  consciousness  that  I  am  loved  in 
return." 

"  Then  you  did  not  misunderstand  me  wholly.  "Well, 
it  is  a  large  circle  of  persons  whom  you  must  enclose  in 
your  heart." 

"  No,"  she  cried,  laughing,  "  they  are  easily  counted 
My  parents,  my  uncle,  and  this  little  fellow  here,"  and 
she  seized  Ernst's  hand,  as  he  ran  by,  "  who  takes  up 
more  space  in  the  circle  Avith  every  passing  year.   But 
now  we  must  go,  my  lad,  or  mamma  will  be  worrying." 

She  bowed  slightly  to  Herr  von  Walde.  The  shadow 
upon  his   brow  seemed   suddenly   to   have  vanished 
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again.  He  raised  his  hat,  gave  Ernst  his  hand,  walked 
slowly  to  the  horse,  that  was  stamping  impatiently, 
took  the  bridle,  and  led  the  animal  away. 

"  Do  you  know,  Elsie,  what  Herr  von  Walde  looks 
like?" 

"  Well  ?" 

"  Like  St.  George,  that  killed  the  dragon." 

"Eh,"  laughed  his  sister,  "you  have  never  seen  a 
picture  of  the  knight." 

"  No  ;  but  I  think  so." 

And  she  had  thought  so,  too,  as  she  watched  him 
master  the  frantic,  plunging  horse.  But  at  that 
moment  she  remembered  only  the  anguish  she  had 
endured  at  the  thought  that  he  might  be  hurt,  and  her 
unspeakable  joy  at  seeing  him  return  uninjured  from 
the  forest.  She  stood  still,  and,  smiling,  wonderingly 
laid  her  hand  upon  her  beating  heart. 

"  Do  you  see,"  said  Ernst,  "  you  have  run  up  the 
mountain  again  so  quickly  that  I  could  not  keep  up 
with  you  ?  If  uncle  knew  that,  he  would  scold 
roundly." 

Slowly  and  dreamily  she  walked  on.  She  had 
scarcely  heard  the  little  boy's  reproach.  What  could 
the  wonderful  feeling  be  that  had  intruded  upon  her 
melodies  yesterday  and  made  her  laugh  and  cry  at 
once  %  At  that  moment  it  surged  up  in  her  soul  again 
far  more  mighty  and  intoxicating  than  yesterday,  but 
just  as  little  understood,  just  as  problematic. 

"  But,  Elsie,''  cried  Ernst  impatiently,  "  what  is  the 
matter  with  you  ?  You're  going  so  slow  now  that  it 
will  be  dark  before  we  get  home." 

lie  seized  her  dress  and  tried  to  pull  her.  This 
reminder  from  the  outside  world  was  so  energetic  thai 
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Elizabeth  could  no  longer  resist  it.  She  collected  her- 
self and  strode,  to  the  small  boy's  satisfaction,  vigor- 
ously forward. 

Reaching  the  hall  at  the  castle,  Elizabeth  laid 
Bertha's  hat,  which  still  hung  upon  her  arm,  on  the 
buffet.  She  meant  to  say  nothing  to  her  parents  at 
present  about  the  meeting,  because  she  correctly  as- 
sumed that  they  would  be  disturbed,  and  would  speak 
to  the  forester.  But  he  had  become  bitter  and  pas- 
sionate again,  of  late,  whenever  he  came  to  speak  of 
the  subject,  so  that  Elizabeth  was  convinced  that  such 
a  communication  would  make  him  go  to  extremes  and 
cast  out  the  destroyer  of  the  peace  of  his  home.  Ernst 
had  not  noticed  either  Bertha's  hat  upon  Elizabeth's 
arm  nor  her  concealment  of  it,  and  could,  therefore, 
betray  nothing.  After  supper  Elizabeth  went  down 
to  the  Lodge.  She  met  Sabine  in  the  garden  and 
heard,  with  satisfaction,  that  her  uncle  had  gone  to 
Linclhof.  Giving  the  old  housekeeper  Bertha's  hat, 
she  related  the  girl's  extraordinary  conduct,  and  in- 
quired whether  she  had  come  home.  Sabine  was  beside 
herself. 

"  Ha,  that  you  may  believe,  child,"  she  said.  "  If 
you  had  been  alone  she  would  have  scratched  out  your 
eyes.  I  do  not  know  what  is  to  become  of  her.  She 
does  not  sleep,  but  paces  up  and  down  the  whole  night 
through,  and  talks,  though  only  to  herself.  If  I  could 
only  once  bring  my  mind  to  open  the  door  when  the 
noise  is  so  great.  But  I  cannot,  if  you  would  give  me 
mountains  of  gold.  I  know  you  are  laughing  at  me, 
but  there  is  something  wrong  with  her.  Do  but  look 
into  her  eyes  once ;  they  flame  and  sparkle  as  though 
they  had  the  fire  from  Blocksberg  in  them.    $o ;  I 
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am  silent  and  say  nothing,  and  Master  Forester  sleeps 
soundly,  and  the  others,  too.  But  I  am  there  if  a 
mouse  stirs,  and  I  know  very  well  that  Bertha  runs 
about  at  night,  and  the  house-dog  is  always  away  from 
his  house.  He  is  the  only  creature  in  the  house  that 
is  fond  of  her,  and,  bad  as  he  is,  he  never  hurts  her." 

"Does  my  uncle  know  this?"  inquired  Elizabeth, 
astonished. 

"  Not  by  any  means  !  I  shall  beware  of  saying  any- 
thing about  it.     That  might  be  bad  for  me." 

"  But,  Sabine,  reflect  that  you  may  do  my  uncle 
great  harm  by  keeping  silence.  The  house  stands  so 
alone.     When  there  is  no  dog  in  the  court " 

"I  stand  at  the  window  and  watch  until  she  comes 
up  the  mountain  and  chains  the  animal." 

"But  that  is  a  superhuman  sacrifice  that  you  make 
to  your  superstition.     They  ought  to  give  Bertha " 

"  Still !  not  so  loud.  There  she  sits."  Sabine  pointed 
to  the  pear  tree  in  the  court.  Elizabeth  drew  nearer 
to  the  picket  fence.  Under  the  tree,  on  the  stone 
bench,  sat  Bertha,  apparently  perfectly  calm,  stringing 
beans,  The  glowing  red  of  brow  and  cheeks  had  given 
place  to  a  sallow  pallor.  Elizabeth  saw,  too,  that  the 
young  girl  had  grown  decidedly  thinner  within  a  short 
time.  Her  delicate  nose  was  sharp,  the  cheeks  had 
lost  their  pretty  roundness.  There  were  dark  rings 
under  her  eyes,  and  between  her  eyebrows  there  were 
two  deep  wrinkles  in  the  fine  skin,  which  gave  the  face 
an  expression  of  gloomy  brooding  and  unspeakable 
pain.  The  sight  cut  Elizabeth  to  the  heart.  Some 
misery  rested  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  lonely  girl,  and 
bowed  her  the  more  cruelly  because  she  bore  it  in 
silence.     Elizabeth  forgot  all  the  enmity  which  Bertha 
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had  manifested  toward  her,  and  went  a  few  steps 
nearer,  to  press  the  weary  head  to  her  bosom,  and  say, 
"  Rest  here,  cast  the  trouble  with  which  you  are  bat- 
tling and  struggling  alone,  into  my  heart.  1  will  bear 
it  with  you,''  but  Sabine  grasped  her  arm. 

"You  are  not  going  there,"  she  said  passionately. 
"  I  will  not  permit  it.  She  is  capable  of  plunging  the 
knife  into  you." 

"But  she  is  boundlessly  unhappy.  Perhaps  I  may 
succeed  in  convincing  her  that  it  is  only  the  deepest 
sympathy  that  brings  me  to  her." 

"No,  no!  You  shall  see  how  far  one  gets  with 
her." 

Sabine  went  down  the  steps  into  the  court.  Bertha 
did  not  raise  her  eyes. 

"  Fraulein  Elizabeth  found  it,"  said  Sabine,  handing 
Bertha  the  hat.  Then  she  laid  her  hand  upon  the 
girl's  shoulder,  and  continued  kindly:  "She  would 
like,  to  speak  to  you." 

Bertha  bounded  up  as  though  she  had  received  a 
mortal  insult.  She  shook  the  hand  savagely  off,  and 
glared  toward  the  spot  where  Elizabeth  was  standing, 
a  proof  that  she  had  noticed  the  visitor's  presence. 
She  tossed  the  knife  upon  the  table,  knocked  over  the 
basket  which  had  been  standing  at  her  feet,  so  that 
the  beans  flew  in  all  directions  over  the  pavement,  and 
stalked  into  the  house. 

Elizabeth  was  dumb  with  amazement  and  pain.  She 
would  so  gladly  have  approached  this  unfortunate,  but 
she  was  now  convinced  that  she  must  abandon  that 
idea.  For  a  week  past  she  had  gone  to  the  castle  daily. 
Fraulein  von  Walde  had  recovered  amazinglv  since  she 
had,  as  the  baroness  tenderly  expressed  it,  found  heal- 
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ing  in  the  coffee,  which  that  lady  had  prepared  with 
her  own  hands,  on  the  afternoon  of  Herr  von  Holl- 
feld's  arrival.  She  practiced  with  all  her  strength 
certain  arrangements  for  four  hands,  and  confided 
finally  to  Elizabeth  that  her  brother's  birthday  came 
in  the  last  days  of  August.  She  wished  to  celebrate 
it,  especially  this  time,  because  she  desired  to  com- 
memorate his  happy  return  at  the  same  time.  She 
knew  that  this  would  be  an  agreeable  surprise  for  him. 

Elizabeth  looked  forward  to  these  hours  of  practice 
with  a  mixture  of  pleasure,  fear  and  repugnance.  She 
did  not  know  why  it  was  so,  but  castle  and  park  had 
suddenly  become  dear  and  familiar  to  her.  She  felt  a 
sort  of  affection  for  the  bank  upon  which  she  had  sat 
with  Herr  von  Walde  as  if  for  an  old  friend,  so  that  she 
went  out  of  her  way  to  pass  it.  But  von  Hollfeld's  be- 
havior filled  her  with  alarm  and  disgust.  After  she  had 
baffled  several  of  his  attempts  to  come  in  her  way,  by 
speedily  turning  away,  he  presented  himself  one  after- 
noon in  Fraulein  von  Walde's  room,  and  asked  per- 
mission to  remain  through  the  hour.  To  Elizabeth's 
horror,  Helene  assured  him,  with  eyes  glowing  with 
pleasure,  that  he  was  doubly  welcome,  as  a  proselyte 
who  had  formerly  had  no  taste  for  music. 

After  that  he  appeared  persistently  every  time, 
deposited  on  his  arrival  some  freshly  plucke.d  flowers, 
in  consequence  of  which  she  unfailingly  struck  several 
false  chords,  and  then  took  his  place  in  a  window-seat 
from  which  he  could  conveniently  stare  directly  into 
the  faces  of  the  players.  As  long  as  the  music  lasted 
he  kept  his  hand  over  his  eyes,  as  though,  wholly  with- 
drawn from  the  disturbing  influences  of  the  outer 
world,  he  desired  to  plunge  into  the  realm  of  harmony. 
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But  Elizabeth  soon  discovered,  to  her  vexation,  that  he 
covered  his  face  only  far  enough  to  keep  Helene  from 
seeing  him,  and  behind  his  hand  stared  uninterruptedly 
at  herself,  noticing  her  every  movement.  She  trembled 
beneath  these  eyes,  which,  at  other  times  so  empty 
and  non-committal,  constantly  blazed  with  a  peculiar 
fire  when  directed  to  herself,  so  that  she  needed  great 
self-control  to  enable  her  to  play  without  mistake. 

Helene  had  evidently  no  suspicion  of  the  device  by 
which  Hollfeld  sought  to  carry  his  point.  She  paused 
frequently,  and  entered  upon  conversations  with  him, 
though  she  did  all  the  talking.  Each  of  his  monosyl- 
labic replies,  inane  and  ordinary  as  they  usually  were, 
she  accepted  as  a  favor,  an  oracular  utterance,  the 
meaning  of  which  must  be  sought  for. 

He  always  departed  a  few  moments  before  the  close 
of  the  hour.  The  first  time  Elizabeth  observed  him  as 
she  started  homeward.  She  was  looking  through  one 
of  the  corridor  windows  in  the  second  floor,  which 
commanded  a  good  part  of  the  park,  when  she  saw 
him  pacing  up  and  down  the  forest-path  which  she 
must  traverse.  She  baffled  his  plan,  not  without  a 
quiet  smile,  by  spending  more  than  an  hour  with  Miss 
Mertens.  There  she  was  always  received  with  open 
arms,  and  she  gradually  grew  so  fond  of  the  governess 
that  she  did  not  like  to  pass  her  door  without  pausing 
for  an  hour's  chat. 

Miss  Mertens  was  usually  sorrowful  and  depressed. 
She  found  her  stay  at  Lindhof  more  and  more  unen- 
durable. The  baroness,  deprived  of  her  authority,  and 
therewith  of  all  occupation,  was  frequently  bored  to 
death.  She  forced  herself  to  wear  the  mask  of  innocent 
contentment  in  the  presence  of  her  relatives,  which 
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was  a  bitter  task,  and  she  was  forced  to  give  vent  to 
her  ill-temper  solely  behind  the  closed  doors  of  her  own 
apartment.  But  there  she  was  insufferable  ;  not  for 
Bella,  because  toward  the  child,  in  whom  she  saw 
rather  a  baroness  than  her  own  daughter,  she  never 
let  herself  be  carried  to  the  extremes  of  expression. 
And  for  her  old  lady's  maid  she  had  an  "  ungodly 
respect,"  as  old  Lorenz,  the  steward,  called  it,  and  the 
servants  of  the  house  she  could  not  abuse  without 
challenging  their  master  ;  so  all  her  fury  was  stored 
up  for  the  unfortunate,  defenseless  governess. 

To  torture  her  victim  right  thoroughly,  she  com- 
manded the  governess  to  conduct  the  lessons  exclusively 
under  her  own  high  and  mighty  oversight.  There,  in 
the  presence  of  the  pupil,  the  teacher's  method  was 
criticised  unceasingly  and  unfavorably.  It  was  declared 
to  be  no  longer  a  cause  of  surprise  that  the  child 
failed  to  advance,  and  her  nerves  were  found  to  be 
perpetually  under  a  strain,  because  Miss  Mertens' 
voice  was  the  most  repulsive  one  in  the  world.  And 
how  could  Bella  ever  become  a  graceful  woman,  when 
she  constantly  had  her  governess'  angular  motion 
before  her  eyes  2  In  the  matter  of  history,  Miss 
Mertens  was  too  sentimental  here,  and  almost  ridicu- 
lously prim  there,  and,  at  times,  so  boundlessly  brazen 
as  to  have  an  opinion  of  her  own.  In  such  cases  the 
lesson  was  broken  off.  The  baroness  mounted  the 
pedagogic  steed,  and  the  governess  was  forced  to 
listen  to  a  lecture,  spiced  with  mockery,  aristocratic 
insolence  and  malice.  If  the  lady  did  not  feel  confi- 
dent enough,  Chaplain  Mohring  was  summoned  to  sit 
in  judgment.  But  the  fine  pricks  of  her  own  lectures 
paled  before  this  cruelty,  which  brought  down  upon 
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the  head  of  the  much-to-be-commiserated  governess  all 
the  hitherto  suppressed  sermons,  all  the  secretly  swal- 
lowed gall,  of  the  self-styled  martyr,  in  an  endless 
stream  of  eloquence.  The  baroness  knew  that  the 
chaplain  spoke  atrocious  French  ;  nevertheless,  he  was 
requested  to  be  present  at  the  lessons  as  long  as  he 
remained  at  the  castle,  in  order  to  correct  the  govern- 
ess' accent.  "What  became  of  Bella  was  not  a  consid- 
eration in  such  attacks  of  malice. 

Miss  Mertens  often  said,  through  her  tears,  that 
nothing  but  her  love  of  her  lonely  old  mother  induced 
her  to  undergo  this  martyrdom.  The  old  lady  lived 
almost  exclusively  upon  the  sums  which  her  daughter 
sent  her,  and  this  compelled  the  latter  to  avoid  the 
pecuniary  losses  involved  in  frequent  changes.  De- 
pressed as  she  was,  however,  her  gentle  features 
always  brightened  when  Elizabeth  knocked  to  know 
whether  she  might  enter.  With  the  young  girl's 
coming  the  troubles  and  cares  fled,  and  as  the  two  sat 
side  by  side  upon  the  little  sofa,  near  the  window,  an 
exchange  of  ideas  took  place  which  seemed  to  carry 
the  governess  back  to  the  days  of  her  own  youth,  and 
Elizabeth  gathered  many  a  treasure  from  the  wealth 
of  acquirement  and  experience  of  her  older  friend. 

These  little  afternoon  visits  had  another  secret 
charm  for  the  girl,  which  she  would  not  have  confessed 
for  all  the  world,  though  it  cost  her  a  vigorous  palpi- 
tation each  time  that  she  opened  her  friend's  door, 
and  gave  her  an  inexplicable  sense  of  mingled  joy  and 
apprehension.  ' 

The  windows  of  Miss  Mertens'  apartment  looked 
down  into  the  large  court  that  Elizabeth  called  the 
cloister-garden,  because  it   was  so  still,  and  isolated 
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between  high  walls.     Several  broad-boughed  lindens 
threw    their   green    shade   upon    the    tempting    turf, 
traversed  only  here  and  there  by  paved  paths.     In  the 
midst   of   the  court    stood   a  fountain-spring,    which 
supplied  the  house  with  delicious  water.     On  the  edge 
>f  the  broad  basin  rested  the  white  limbs  of  several 
sandstone  figures,  played  upon  by  the  shadows  of  the 
linden-twigs.     When  the  afternoon  sun  rested  upon 
the  groups  of  shrubbery  and  gravel-walks  of  the  park, 
glowing  and  heavy  as  melted  lead,  a  refreshing  cool- 
ness hovered    among    trees    here    within.      A   door 
upon   the   ground   fl  or   led   directly  into  Herr   von 
Walde's  study,  and  usually  stood  open.     He  came  out 
now   and  then  and  paced  up  and  down,  with  folded 
arms.     What  stream  of  thought  flowed  then  under 
the  fine  pale  brow,  when,  pacing  slowly  with  bowed 
head,  he  suddenly  straightened  up  as  though  rudely 
awakened  from    some   sweet   dream.     Miss   Mertens 
often  said  that  she  found  him  greatly  changed  since 
his   return.     Before  his  journey,  she  said,  Herr  von 
Walde's  face  had  seemed  to  her  like  that  of  a  statue, 
so  grave  and  unmoved,  and  though  she  had  recognized 
then  that  he  must  be  a  thoroughly  noble  man,  she  had 
always  felt  a  certain  icy  chill  in  his  presence.     Some 
vitalizing  hand  seemed  to  have  passed  over  him,  even 
nis  gait  had   grown   quicker,  more   elastic,  and    she 
would  take  an  oath  that,  in  his  lonely  wanderings  in 
the  court,  now  and  then  a  smile  passed  over  his  face, 
as  though  at   sight   of  some   being  who  made  him 
happy. 

At  this  Miss  Mertens  smiled  and  said,  mysteriously, 
that  he  had  evidently  brought  home  with  him  agree- 
able recollections,  and  she  could  not  suppress  a  presenti. 
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ment  that  all  would  soon  be  different  at  Lindhof. 
But  she  never  noticed  that  at  every  such  observation 
her  young  friend's  hand  pressed  toward  her  heart,  and 
Elizabeth  observed  it  still  less,  because  the  painful 
shudder  which  ran  through  her  whole  being  made  her 
forget  to  control  her  outward  movements. 

But  the  quiet  walks  under  the  lindens  were  often 
interrupted  by  people  with  petitions  and  requests,  by 
work-people  and  tradesmen,  the  unfortunate  and  the 
needy.  The  latter  came  hesitatingly,  sent  by  the 
servants,  and  stood,  usually  with  bowed  heads,  before 
the  commanding  figure  of  the  master,  who  gently 
urged  them  to  speak,  and  bent  over  to  each  other, 
that  no  one  else  might  hear  the  story.  They  always 
left  him  comforted  and  helped,  for  the  undeserving 
did  not  venture  to  present  themselves  before  his  eyes. 

To-day  Elizabeth  had  entered  upon  her  descent  into 
the  valley  a  half-hour  earlier  than  usual.  Her  father 
had  met  Miss  Mertens  as  he  came  home  to  dinner 
through  the  woods.  She  looked  as  though  she  had 
been  crying,  and  was  evidently  unable  to  speak,  for 
she  had  only  nodded  to  him  and  hastened  on.  This 
piece  of  news  gave  Elizabeth  no  peace.  She  could 
not  possibly  have  postponed  her  visit  to  the  governess 
until  after  the  lesson.  The  poor  lonely  creature  needed 
comfort,  and  a  heart  upon  which  to  weep  out  all  her 
troubles. 

On  the  other  side  of  a  broad  meadow  which  adjoined 
the  edge  of  the  forest  stood  a  delightful  pavilion. 
The  daintv  structure  was  surrounded  on  three  sides 
by  dense  undergrowth,  in  consequence  of  which  the 
bright  front  stood  out  the  more  conspicuously.  The 
little  house  had  hitherto  been  locked,  but  most  of  the 
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shutters  were  open,  and  through  an  opening  made  by 
a  disarranged  shade,  Elizabeth  had  seen  that  the  space 
within  was  very  elegantly  arranged.  When  she  came 
out  of  the  woods  to-day  she  saw  at  once  that  the  doors 
of  the  pavilion  stood  open.  A  servant,  with  an  empty 
waiter,  came  out  and  beckoned  to  her  to  come  thither, 
As  she  approached  she  recognized  Friiulein  von  Walde, 
the  baroness,  and  von  Hollfeld,  who  were  taking  coffee 
within  the  pavilion. 

"  You  are  a  little  too  early  to-day,  dear  child,"  said 
Helene,  as  the  girl  stepped  upon  the  threshold.  Eliza- 
beth replied  that  she  wished  to  make  Miss  Mertens  a 
visit. 

"  Oh !  leave  her  to  herself  to-day,"  cried  Helene 
excitedly,  but.  in  great  embarrassment,  while  the 
baroness  looked  up,  with  an  indescribably  malicious 
smile,  from  her  crocheting. 

"Did  you  know  that  a  large  package  of  music  came 
from  Leipsic,  this  morning?"  continued  Fraulein  von 
Walde.  "  I  have  picked  it  over  a  little  already ; 
they  are  mostly  superb  things.  Perhaps  we  may 
find  a  brilliant  piece  for  our  concert.  Sit  down,  and 
then  we  can  go  together  to  the  castle."  She  offered 
Elizabeth  the  cake-basket,  and  laid  a  fine  pear  upon  her 
plate. 

At  that  moment  Herr  von  Walde's  dog  sprang  into 
the  room.  Both  ladies  immediately  straightened  up 
out  of  their  previous  positions.  Helene  looked  intently 
toward  the  door  and  was  evidently  making  an  effort 
to  look  as  friendly  as  possible.  But  the  baroness 
tossed  her  work  into  the  basket,  examined  the  silver 
coffee-pot  to  see  whether  it  was  still  hot,  placed  a 
coffee-cup  and  the  sugar-bowl  in  readiness,  and  drew  a 
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chair  from  one  corner  to  the  table.  Her  impertinent 
smile  had  vanished,  and  a  certain  gravity  showed  itself, 
the  whole  personage  preparing  to  make  a  dignified  and 
impressive  appearance.  Hollfeld  went  out  into  the 
garden  the  moment  he  saw  the  clog,  and  returned  in  9 
few  moments  with  Herr  von  Walde,  who,  just  returned 
from  some  excursion,  wore  his  gray  overcoat  and  a 
round  felt  hat. 

"We  were  beginning  to  fear,  dear  Rudolph," 
called  Helene  to  him  as  she  arose  and  offered  him 
her  hand,  "  that  we  should  have  to  get  on  without  you 
to-day." 

"  I   found  more  business  waiting  in  L than  I 

expected,"  he  replied,  seating  himself,  not  upon  the 
chair  offered  him,  but  near  his  sister  upon  the  sofa, 
which  arrangement  obliged  Elizabeth  to  look  into  his 
face  whenever  she  raised  her  eyes,  for  he  was  directly 
opposite  her.  "  However,"  he  continued,  "  I  have  been 
back  half  an  hour.  But  Reinhardt  had  some  private 
matters  to  tell  me,  and  demanded  my  immediate  deci- 
sion. So  I  nearly  lost  the  pleasure  of  taking  coffee 
with  vou,  dear  Helene." 

"  That  wicked  Reinhardt,"  grumbled  Fraulein  von 
Walde.  "  He  might  have  waited  a  little.  The  world 
would  not  have  got  off  its  hinges." 

"  Ah,  dear  child,"  sighed  the  baroness,  "  these  are 
things  we  shall  never  alter.  We  are  doomed  to  be  the 
slaves  of  our  inferiors." 

Herr  von  Walde  turned  his  head  calmly  toward  her, 
and  looked  her  over  from  head  to  foot. 

"  Why  do  you  examine  me  with  such  attention,  dear 
Rudolph  ?"  asked  the  baroness,  not  without  a  touch  of 
embarrassment. 
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"I  merely  wished  to  convince  myself  whether  you 
really  were  suited  to  play  the  role  of  one  of  the  piti- 
able people  in  '  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin.' " 

"  Always  mockery  when  I  am  looking  for  comfort," 
responded  the  lady,  making  an  effort  to  lend  her  harsh 
voice  a  mournful,  gentle  tone.  "  I  might  have  known 
it,  but" — and  she  sighed  again — "not  every  one  is 
blessed  with  your  enviable  equability,  which  lets  the 
little  disagreeables  and  necessary  evils  of  life  pass  over 
you.  We  poor  women  have  our  wretched  nerves, 
which  make  us  feel  every  disturbance  doubly.  If  you 
had  seen  the  state  I  was  in  this  morning " 

"  Indeed !" 

"  I  was  frightfully  vexed.  Well,  Miss  Mertens  will 
have  to  answer  for  it  one  of  these  days." 

"  Did  she  insult  you  V 

"  What  an  expression  !  Dear  Rudolph,  as  though  a 
person  in  her  position  could  insult  me !  She  filled  me 
with  rage." 

"  I  see  with  pleasure  that  you  do  not  bow  readily 
under  the  yoke  of  slavery." 

"  I  have  had  unspeakable  trouble  with  this  inane 
person  of  late,"  continued  the  baroness,  not  heeding 
her  cousin's  interjectional  remark.  "  My  maternal 
duties  are  sacred  in  my  eyes,  and  I  consider  it  indis- 
pensably necessary  to  watch  over  the  instruction  of 
my  child.  The  direction  of  the  young  mind  cannot 
possibly  be  a  matter  of  indifference,  but,  unfortunately, 
I  find  Miss  Mertens'  knowledge  deficient,  and  her 
views  decidedly  not  such  as  I  desire  for  a  young  girl 
like  Bella.  To-day,  I  heard  the  idiotic  Mertens  saying 
to  the  child  that  innate  nobility  was  far  more  impor- 
tant than  nobility  of  title  and  rank — as  though  they 
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could  be  separated,  and  that  in  her  opinion  a  beggar 
with  a  pure  heart  stands  higher  than  a  crowned  sinner, 
and  more  such  rubbish.  Now,  when  I  tell  you  that 
Bella,  one  of  these  days,  in  the  providence  of  God  will 
live  at  court  in  B ,  for  I  have  a  position  as  lady- 
in-waiting  for  her  in  my  pocket,  as  it  were,  you  will 
understand  my  interrupting  the  instruction  of  the  too 
free-thinking  governess.  For  you  must  admit,  dear 
Rudolph,  that  with  such  views  Bella  would  play  a 
lamentable  part  at  court,  and  very  soon  make  herself 
utterly  unbearable." 

"  There  is  nothing  to  be  objected  to  in  that." 

"  Thank  God  !"  ejaculated  the  baroness,  with  a  long 
breath  of  relief.  "  I  was  really  a  little  troubled  as  to 
the  manner  in  which  youjkvould  receive  the  news  of 
Miss  Mertens'  dismissal,  knowing  that  you  have  over- 
estimated her.  The  creature  became  so  impertinent, 
when  I  interrupted  her  instruction,  that  nothing 
remained  but  to  dismiss  her." 

"I  have  absolutely  no  right  to  prescribe  to  you 
whom  you  shall  employ,"  replied  Herr  von  "Walde 
coldly. 

"  But  I  endeavor  to  conform  to  your  wishes  in  that 
respect,  dear  Rudolph,  so  far  as  it  is  in  my  power. 
However,  I  cannot  express  to  you  how  rejoiced  I  am 
not  to  have  to  see  this  intolerable  English  face  again." 

"  I  am  sorry  you  will  not  be  able  wholly  to  avoid 
that,  for  she  will  be  constantly  under  the  same  roof 
with  you,  here  in  Lindhof.  Reinhardt,  my  private 
secretary,  betrothed  himself  to  her  half  an  hour  ago." 

The  baroness'  crochet-work  slipped  out  of  her 
hands.  This  time  the  well-known  scarlet  spots  did 
not  suffice.  Her  brow,  too,  was  bathed  in  a  purple 
flush. 
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"Has  the  man  lost  his  reason?"  she  exclaimed, 
awakening  from  her  stupefaction. 

"  I  think  not.  He  has  just  given  proof  of  possessing 
it,"  replied  Herr  von  Walde  composedly. 

"  Well,  I  must  say  he  is  an  antiquary  !  "What  a 
youthful,  charming,  blooming  bride  !"  cried  the  lady, 
mocking  and  laughing  exaggeratedly.  Hollfeld  joined 
in  the  laughter,  the  first  symptom  of  participation  in 
the  conversation.  Ilelene  gave  him  a  sorrowful 
glance.  That  laugh  cut  Elizabeth  to  the  quick,  and 
she  felt  a  sort  of  rage  boiling  within  her. 

"I  hope,"  the  baroness  resumed,  "you  will  not  ex- 
pect me,  dear  cousin " 

"  To  do  what  ?" 

"  To  have  anything  further  to  do  with  this  person." 

"  I  certainly  cannot  force  you,  Amalie,  any  more 
than  I  can  forbid  my  secretary's  marriage." 

"But  you  can  dismiss  him  if  he  makes  a  choice 
which  makes  further  residence  under  your  roof  impos- 
sible for  your  nearest  relatives." 

"  Not  even  that,  for  he  has  his  position  for  life,  and 
I  have  just  assured  his  wife  a  pension  if  she  should 
outlive  him.  Besides,  you  are  a  little  in  error  if  you 
think,  my  best  of  cousins,  that  anything  in  the  world 
can  induce  me  to  dismiss  a  person  whom  I  know  to  be 
trustworthy.  I  approve  entirely  of  Keinhardt's  choice, 
and  have  arranged  for  him  to  have  the  pretty  dwell- 
ing in  the  north  wing  permanently.  He  will  bring 
his  mother-in-law." 

"  I  congratulate  him  upon  the  desirable  acquisition," 
said  the  baroness,  and  her  voice  shook  with  suppressed 
fury.  "  I  wTould  only  say  one  more  word  upon  the 
subject.      I   cannot  bring  my  mind   to  tolerate    the 
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presence  of  this  person  one  day  more.  Let  her  find  a 
home  until  her  marriage.  You  will  doubtless  perceive 
that  this  interesting  couple  cannot  under  existing  cir- 
cumstances longer  remain  under  one  roof." 

"  If  you  permit,"  said  Elizabeth,  turning  to  Helen  e, 
"  I  would  gladly  ask  my  parents  to  receive  the  bride. 
We  have  room  enough." 

"  Yes,  do ;  the  problem  could  not  be  better  solved," 
said  Fraulein  von  "Walde,  giving  Elizabeth  her  hand. 

"  Then  the  matter  is  arranged  to  the  general  satis- 
faction," said  the  baroness,  maintaining  her  composure 
with  difficulty.  "  I  submit,  and  will  see  whether  the 
future  Frau  Secretary  will  leave  me  some  humble  spot 
secure  from  the  repulsive  sight  of  her.  Apropos, 
Fraulein  Ferber,"  she  continued,  in  a  lighter  tone, 
after  a  slight  pause,  "  it  has  just  occurred  to  me.  The 
honorarium  for  your  lessons  has  been  in  the  hands  of 
my  maid  for  several  days.  Just  knock  as  you  pass, 
and  she  will  give  it  you,  with  the  bill,  which  please 
receipt." 

"  But,  Amalie,"  exclaimed  Helene,  springing  up  in 
horror. 

"  I  shall  obey  your  orders,  gracious  lady,"  replied 
Elizabeth  calmly.  She  had  seen  an  angry  flame  in 
Herr  von  Walde's  eyes  at  the  baroness'  words.  A 
dark  storm-cloud  seemed  to  pass  over  his  brow.  But 
the  next  moment  these  symptoms  of  excitement  had 
given  place  to  an  indescribably  sarcastic  expression. 

"  If  I  may  advise,  Fraulein,"  he  said,  addressing  the 
young  girl,  "  do  not  venture  into  the  apartments  of 
the  baroness.  They  are  uncanny.  Evil  spirits  reveal 
themselves  in  bright  daylight.  Yes,  smile  as  you 
please,  I  know  whereof  I  speak.    Their  actions  have 
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done  much  harm  already.  Do  not  trouble  about  the 
matter  mentioned.  My  steward  shall  attend  to  it.  He 
is  trustworthy,  and  so  tactful  that  he  puts  the  ladies 
to  shame." 

The  baroness  rolled  up  her  work  with  a  jerk,  and 
arose. 

"  It  will  be  well  for  me  to  seek  the  solitude  of  my 
room  for  the  rest  of  the  day,"  she  said,  with  trembling 
lips,  to  Helene.  "  There  are  moments  when  one  gives 
offense  with  the  most  unoffending  word,  and  painfully 
feels  one's  self  misunderstood.  I  therefore  beg  you  to 
excuse  my  non-appearance  at  tea." 

She  made  a  formal  bow  to  the  brother  and  sister, 
took  her  son's  arm,  and  rustled  away. 

Helene  arose,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  would  have 
followed  her ;  but  her  brother  took  her  hand  with 
gentle  gravity,  and  drew  her  to  himself  upon  the  sofa. 
"  Will  you  not  keep  me  company  until  I  have  finished 
my  coffee  ?"  he  asked,  as  unconstrainedly  as  though 
nothing  whatever  had  happened. 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  if  you  wish  it,"  she  answered,  hesitating, 
turning  her  eyes  away  from  him.  "  But,  sorry  as  I  am 
to  do  so,  I  must  beg  you  to  hasten  a  little,  for  Fraulein 
Ferber  came  for  my  lesson,  and  has  had  to  wait  out- 
rageously long." 

"  Then  we  will  go  at  once,  but  I  make  one  condition, 
Helene." 

"  What  is  it  ?" 

"  That  I  may  listen." 

"  No,  no  ;  that  will  not  do  at  all  lam  so  backward 
still,  your  ears  would  never  endure  my  wretched 
stumbling." 

"  Poor  Einil !  He  surely  has  no  idea  that  he  owes 
his  permission  to  hear  to  his  uncultivated  ear." 
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Helene  became  purple.  She  had  said  nothing  to 
her  brother  of  Hollfeld's  visits. 

She  was,  moreover,  of  the  opinion  that  he  would 
think  indifferently  of  them,  and  now  he  seemed  to 
attach  importance  to  them.  She  seemed  to  herself 
like  a  liar  caught  in  the  act,  and  was  speechless  for  a 
moment.  Elizabeth  had  an  idea  of  what  was  passing 
in  Helene's  mind.  She  shared  her  embarrassment,  and 
felt  a  deep  blush  cover  her  own  face.  At  that  moment 
Herr  von  Walde  turned  to  her.  A  searching  glance 
examined  her  face,  and  the  deep  furrow  appeared 
between  the  brows. 

"  Does  Fraulein  Ferber  play  her  fantasies  in  these 
so-called  lessons  ?"  he  asked  his  sister,  more  quickly 
than  usual. 

"  Oh,  no,"  she  replied,  thankful  to  have  regained  her 
composure ;  "  then  I  should  not  have  spoken  of 
stumbling.  I  only  let  Emil  come  because  I  think  one 
must  nurse  the  germs  of  musical  appreciation  where- 
ever  one  finds  them." 

A  slight  smile  passed  over  Herr  von  Walde's  face, 
but  it  was  not  the  smile  which  had  recently  possessed 
a  rare  charm  for  Elizabeth.  The  gloomy  furrow  did 
not  disappear,  and  his  eye  had  a  suggestion  of  gloom 
when  he  looked  again  in  the  same  penetrating  way  at 
the  young  girl. 

"  You  are  right,  Helene,"  he  said  at  last  coldly,  and 
not  without  a  suggestion  of  contempt.  "But  what 
magnet  lies  concealed  in  these  music-lessons  ?  Only  a 
very  short  time  ago  Emil  preferred  the  barking  of  his 
Diana  to  the  sonatas  of  Beethoven." 

Helene  was  silent,  and  her  eyes  dropped. 

"There,  poor  Miss  Mertens  has  just  come  into  my 
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mind  again,"  her  brother  resumed,  in  a  wholly  differ- 
ent tone.  "  Would  it  not  be  well  for  Fraulein  Ferber 
to  arrange  that  matter  at  once  V 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  responded  Helene,  taking  up  the 
thought  with  eager  haste,  because  it  gave  a  different 
turn  to  the  painful  conversation.  "  Let  us  sacrifice  the 
hour  for  to-day,  so  that  you,  dear  child,  can  take  the 
necessary  steps.  Go  to  your  parents  and  beg  them,  in 
my  name,  too,  to  receive  the  poor  lady." 

Elizabeth  arose  ;  Helene  endeavored  to  do  the  same. 
When  her  brother  saw  that  she  wished  to  leave  the 
pavilion,  he  threw  his  arms  quickly  around  the  little 
figure,  lifted  her  like  a  feather  from  the  ground,  and 
carried  her  to  the  roller-chair  which  stood  before  the 
door.  After  he  had  arranged  the  cushions  to  support 
her  back,  and  had  covered  her  little  feet  with  a  shawl, 
he  raised  his  hat  slightly  to  Elizabeth,  revealing  the 
fact  that  the  cloud  still  lowered  upon  his  brow,  and 
pushed  the  chair  the  shortest  way  toward  the  castle. 

"  She  must  fill  his  whole  soul,"  thought  Elizabeth, 
as  she  climbed  the  mountain,  "  and  Miss  Mertens  is 
mightily  mistaken  if  she  thinks  he  will  ever  place 
another  woman  next  to  or  higher  than  his  sister.  He 
is  jealous  of  his  cousin,  and,  unfortunately,  with  good 
reason.  How  can  it  be  possible,"  here  she  stood  still, 
for  the  two  men  stood  side  by  side  before  her  mental 
vision,  "  that  a  man  like  Hollfeld  can  have  any  signifi- 
cance for  Helen  in  comparison  with  her  brother? 
Hiding  behind  a  silence  of  pretended  significance, 
because  he  really  has  nothing  to  say,  while  this 
man,  through  whose  noble  exterior  a  soui  of  fire  flashes, 
possesses  a  bottomless  well  of  thoughts,  mastered  and 
held  by  his  powerful  will.  Hence  his  quiet,  which 
seems  inscrutable  to  ordinary  people." 
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It  occurred  to  her  that  Herr  von  Walde  had  looked 
at  her,  especially  when  his  suspicion  was  aroused.  Did 
he  think  her  an  accomplice,  a  confidante  of  his  sister  ? 
And  did  his  indignation  now  fall  upon  'her,  too,  who 
certainly  most  earnestly  wished  Herr  von  Hollfeld 
might  grow  unfaithful  at  the  earliest  possible  moment 
to  his  new  passion  for  music?  But  that  she  could  not 
say  to  any  one,  least  of  all  to  Herr  von  Walde,  and  so 
she  must  bear  the  penalty  of  that  wretched  blush, 
which  had  flamed  over  her  face  just  at  the  wrong 
moment,  and  without  the  slightest  cause. 


GOLD  ELSIE.  177 


CHAPTER  XII. 

Her  parents  assented  immediately  to  Elizabeth's 
proposition  and  request,  and  she  hastened  at  once  to 
the  castle  to  invite  Miss  Mertens  in  her  parents'  name. 
As  she  entered  the  governess'  room,  that  lady  was 
leaning  with  folded  hands  against  the  wall.  A  half- 
packed  trunk  stood  open  at  her  feet,  and  the  chairs  were 
covered  with  books  and  clothing.  The  young  girl 
hastened  to  the  governess,  clasped  her  in  her  arms,  and 
raised  her  tear-stained  face.  Through  the  tears  came 
a  happy  smile. 

"  I  am  so  surprised  at  the  sudden  turn  of  my  fate," 
said  Miss  Mertens,  in  reply  to  Elizabeth's  congratula- 
tions, "  that  I  have  to  close  my  eyes  a  moment  to  col- 
lect myself.  This  morning  the  world  looked  dark,  and 
I  literally  did  not  know  whither  to  bend  my  steps. 
The  ground  gave  way  beneath  my  feet.  And  now,  in 
the  midst  of  this  need,  a  home  of  my  own  opens  before 
me.  A  heart  that  I  respect,  but  whose  care  for  the 
poor  governess  I  had  never  suspected,  will  stand  faith- 
fully by  my  side,  and  the  warmest  wish  of  my  life  be 
fulfilled,  for  I  can  care  for  and  cherish  my  dear  old 
mother.  But  what  will  she  say  when  she  hears  the 
news,  she  who  always  knew  that  I  was  out  in  the 
storm  and  still  could  not  call  me  back  to  her  mother- 
heart?" 
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She  told  Elizabeth  that  after  a  few  weeks  Bernhardt 
would  himself  go  to  England  and  bring  her  mother. 
His  master  had  decided  the  point  and  would  bear  the 
expense.  Whenever  Miss  Mertens  mentioned  Herr 
von  Walde  her  eyes  overflowed,  and  she  asseverated 
repeatedly  that  all  the  baroness'  offenses  had  been  a 
thousandfold  compensated  by  that  gentleman,  who 
could  not  endure  that  any  injustice  should  remain  un- 
expiated  in  his  house.  Elizabeths  invitation  filled  the 
cup  of  joy  to  overflowing.  At  first  Miss  Mertens  had 
thought  of  going  to  the  little-  Lindhof  inn  until  she 
should  find  a  suitable  place. 

"  Let  us  go  up  the  mountain  as  soon  as  possible,"  she 
said,  beaming  with  joy.  "  The  baroness  sent  me  my 
salary,  and  commanded  me  tiot  to  enter  her  presence 
in  an}'-  way.  Bella  went  through  my  room  without 
honoring  me  with  a  glance.  That  wounds  me,  wounds 
me  sorely,  for  I  have  cared  for  her  and  cherished  her 
like  the  apple  of  my  eye.  She  was  very  sickly  as  a 
little  child,  and  while  her  mother  "was  at  the  court- 
balls  I  sat  many  a  night  through  watching  the  feverish 
dreams  of  the  child.  Now  that  shall  all  be  forgotten. 
I  only  meant  to  say  that  I  am  relieved  from  saying 
adieu  to  either  of  them." 

While  Miss  Mertens  went  to  take  leave  of  Fraulein 
von  Walde,  and  some  other  persons  in  the  house  for 
whom  she  had  an  affection,  Elizabeth  packed  the 
trunk.  The  new  resident  of  Gnadeck  took  only  the 
most  necessary  articles  with  her ;  everything  else  was 
conveyed  to  the  domicile  of  the  future  couple. 

It  amused  Elizabeth  to  arrange  the  small  library  of 
the  governess  in  a  glass  bookcase,  Herr  von  Walde 
having  left  the  complete  furniture  in  place  for  th§ 
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future  occupants.  They  were  all  works  which  aroused 
an  eager  interest  in  Elizabeth's  mind.  She  was  not 
satisfied  with  glancing  at  the  title,  but  read  whole 
chapters  as  she  stood  between  the  open  door  and 
window. 

Miss  Mertens  and  her  moving  vanished  as  though 
they  had  never  been  thought  of,  and  the  young  girl's 
thoughts  were  fluttering  beside  Goethe's  impressive 
figure  at  the  coronation  of  Joseph  II.,  when  a  fresh 
rose  fluttered  over  her  shoulder.  Elizabeth  started, 
alarmed,  but  smiled  and  continued  her  reading,  shaking 
away  the  rose  with  a  slight  shake  of  her  head.  But 
suddenly  she  uttered  a  slight  cry,  for  a  white,  finely 
formed  man's  hand  was  laid  gently  upon  her  own. 
She  turned  around  to  find  not  Miss  Mertens,  but  Herr 
von  Hollfeld,  standing  behind  her,  and  holding  out 
his  arms  as  if  to  catch  the  terrified  girl. 

Her  alarm  changed  at  once  to  scorn  and  indignation, 
but  before  she  could  utter  a  word  an  imperious,  harshly 
grating  voice  near  by  said :  "  Emil,  you  are  being 
looked  for  all  over  the  house.  Your  overseer  from 
Odenburg  is  here  with  something  urgent  to  communi- 
cate to  you.     Go  over  to  him." 

Elizabeth  had  been  standing  near  the  window,  which 
was  open.  Outside  it  stood  Herr  von  Walde  looking 
in  and  resting-  both  arms  on  the  stone  masonrv.  He 
had  shouted  the  words  which  caused  the  terrified 
Hollfeld,  deathly  pale,  to  vanish,  like  a  handful  of 
chaff  in  the  wind,  out  of  the  room.  What  an  expres- 
sion of  wrath  rested  at  that  moment  upon  his  brow, 
his  compressed  lips,  and  in  his  flashing  eyes,  which 
remained  for  a  time  fixed  upon  the  door  through  which 
von  Hollfeld  had  vanished. 
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At  last  his  eyes  rested  again  upon  Elizabeth,  who 
had  been  standing  motionless,  and  now,  recovering 
from  her  twofold  alarm,  made  a  move  to  retire  to  the 
back  of  the  room. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here?"  he  asked  brusquely. 
His  voice  had  precisely  the  same  sound  as  before.  The 
young  girl  was  deeply  offended  at  the  manner  of 
address,  and  was  about  to  answer  defiantly,  when  she 
remembered  that  she  was  in  his  house.  She  replied 
quietly  :  "  I  am  arranging  Miss  Mertens'  books." 

"  You  had  a  different  reply  upon  your  lips.  I  saw 
it,  and  wish  to  know  what  it  was." 

"  Well,  then,  I  was  about  to  say  that  for  so  unusual 
a  question  I  have  no  reply,"  retorted  the  girl. 

"  Why  did  you  suppress  this  reproof  ?" 

"  Because  I  remembered  that  you  have  a  right  to 
command  here." 

"  It  is  praiseworthy  that  you  perceive  this,  for  I 
propose  to  make  full  use  of  my  good  right  at  the 
present  moment.  Tramp  upon  the  rose  lying  so 
sentimentally  at  your  feet." 

"  That  I  shall  not  do,  for  it  has  done  no  harm." 
She  picked  up  the  rose  and  laid  it  on  the  windowsill. 
It  was  a  beautiful,  half-open  bud.  Herr  von  Walde 
picked  it  up  and  threw  it  without  ceremony  on  to  the 
grass. 

"  It  will  meet  a  poetic  end  there,"  he  said  ironic- 
ally. "The  grass-blades  cover  it,  and  at  night  a 
pitying  dew  will  come  and  weep  for  the  poor 
sacrifice." 

The  tension  of  his  features  had  relaxed,  but  his  eyes 
had  the  same  inquisitorial  expression  as  before,  and 
his  tone  was  not  much  gentler  as  he  asked : 
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"  What  were  you  reading  when  I  had  the  misfortune 
to  disturb  you  ?" 

"  '  Goethe's  Prose  and  Poetry,'  "  replied  Elizabeth 
quietly. 

"  Do  you  know  the  book?" 

"  Only  single  extracts." 

"  How  do  you  like  the  touching  story  of  Gretchen  ?" 
he  asked,  with  a  sneer. 

"  I  do  not  know  it,"  Elizabeth  answered. 

"  You  have  it  open  in  your  hands." 

"  No  ;  I  was  reading  the  '  Coronation  of  Joseph  the 
Second  in  Frankfort.'  " 

"  Show  it  to  me." 

She  gave  him  the  open  book. 

"  Verily  !  But  see  how  dreadful  this  is  !  Just  here, 
where  Goethe  is  making  the  emperor  ascend  the 
Roman  stair  there  is  an  ugly  stain.  You  doubtless 
pressed  the  rose  too  closely.  Neither  the  emperor, 
Goethe  nor  Miss  Mertens  will  forgive  you  for  this." 

"  The  spot  is  old.  1  did  not  touch  the  rose,"  said 
the  girl. 

"  But  you  smiled  when  jtou  saw  it." 

"  I  thought  it  was  from  Miss  Mertens." 

"  Your  friendship  is  touching!  It  must  have  been 
a  disappointment  for  you  to  see  my  cousin's  handsome 
face  behind  you  instead  of  your  friend." 

"  Yes,"  said  Elizabeth. 

"  Yes — how  it  sounds !  I  like  laconic  brevity.  But 
it  must  not  leave  me  in  uncertaintv.  What  am  I  to 
make  of  this  'Yes?'  It  sounds  neither  bitter  nor 
sweet;  and  your  face!  Why  have  you  suddenly 
developed  a  defiant  wrinkle  between  your  eyes?" 

"  I  think  every  right  has  its  own  limitations," 
observed  Elizabeth. 
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"I  did  not  know  I  was  using  my  right  at  this 
moment,"  said  von  Walde. 

"  It  will  certair  "y  become  clear  to  you  if  you  ask 
yourself  the  question  whether  you  would  treat  me  so 
roughly  in  my  father's  house." 

A  deep  pallor  spread  over  Herr  von  Walde's  face. 
He  compressed  his  lips  and  retreated  a  step.  Elizabeth 
picked  up  the  book  which  he  had  laid  upon  the  win- 
dowsill  and  went  toward  the  bookcase  to  close  it. 

"  Under  similar  circumstances  I  should  have  spoken 
precisely  so  in  your  father's  house,"  he  said,  after  a 
pause,  somewhat  more  quietly,  and  approaching  the 
window  again.  "  You  made  me  impatient.  Why  do 
you  answer  so  uncertainly  %  How  can  I  know  from  a 
monosyllable  whether  your  surprise  or  disappointment 
was  agreeable  or  disagreeable  ?     "Well  ?" 

He  leaned  far  into  the  room  and  stared  into  her 
face  as  though  he  would  read  her  reply.  But  she 
turned  away,  incensed.  Horrible !  How  was  it 
possible  to  think  Hollfeld  could  be  welcome  ?  Must 
not  her  face,  her  whole  being,  always  emphatically 
express  her  profound  detestation  of  the  hated  man  ? 

At  that  moment  Miss  Mertens  entered  the  room  to 
carry  off  Elizabeth.  She  was  dressed,  ready  to  leave 
the  house.  Elizabeth  hastened  to  her  with  a  sigh  of 
relief,  while  Herr  von  Walde  left  the  window  and 
strode  up  and  down  several  times.  As  he  approached 
again  Miss  Mertens  bowed  profoundly  and  went  joy- 
fully up  to  him.  She  told  him  that  she  had  in  vain 
sought  access  to  him  several  times  and  was  very  glad 
to  be  able  to  thank  him  now  for  all  his  kindness  and 
his  provision  for  the  future. 

He  made  a  deprecating  gesture  and  congratulated 
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her  upon  her  engagement.  He  spoke  very  quietly. 
He  was  suddenly  clothed  again,  as  if  by  magic,  with 
the  halo  of  majesty  and  unapproachableness,  so  that 
Elizabeth  could  not  comprehend  where  she  had  found 
courage  to  remind  this  man  of  the  rules  of  common 
politeness.  His  eyes,  just  now  so  passionately 
flaming,  were  directed  calmly  toward  Miss  Mertens' 
face.  The  deep,  gentle  resonance  of  his  voice  would 
not  have  let  any  one  surmise  that  a  few  moments 
before  it  had  been  rasping  with  biting  irony,  that  every 
word  had  been  an  expression  of  the  deepest  irritation, 
and  had  sounded  as  though  it  were  meant  to  wound 
vengefully. 

Herr  von  Walde  was  filled  with  bitterness  toward 
his  cousin  ;  this  Elizabeth  had  already  seen  once  that 
day.  But  why  should  she  pay  the  penalty  for  the 
appearance  of  the  hated  object  ?  Had  she  not  been 
insulted  enough  by  Hollfeld's  repeated  intrusiveness  ? 
And  now  she  must  be  made  the  victim  of  an  indigna- 
tion for  which  Helene  was  chiefly  responsible.  A 
darting  pain  passed  through  her  as  she  remembered 
how  tenderly  and  forgivingly  Herr  von  "Walde  had 
taken  his  sister  in  his  arms  ;  how  no  single  glance  of 
disapprobation  had  fallen  to  her  share  at  mention  ot 
Hollfeld's  visits.  She,  the  poor  musician  who  was 
compelled  to  endure  Hollfeld's  presence,  was  made  to 
serve  as  lightning-rod  for  the  fraternal  scorn.  Or  had 
he  seen  Hollfeld  throw  the  rose  into  the  book,  and  was 
he  feeling,  in  his  aristocratic  pride,  deeply  insulted 
that  his  cousin  should  thus  do  homage  to  a  maiden  of 
humble  rank  ?  This  thought  came  to  Elizabeth  like  a 
flash  of  lightning  illumining  the  surrounding  darkness. 
Yes,  thus  only  could  she  explain  his  demeanor.     She 
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should  tread  upon  the  poor  rose,  annihilating  it,  and 
with  it  the  proof  that  Herr  von  Hollfeld  had  for  one 
moment  forgotten  his  high  descent ;  hence  the  sudden 
rough,  imperious  tone  which  surely  they  alone  knew 
who  had  some  offense  to  expiate,  and  hence,  too,  must 
she  expressly  state  whether  Hollfeld's  appearance  had 
made  an  agreeable  or  a  disagreeable  impression  upon 
her.  She  felt  impelled  for  an  instant  to  tell  him  how 
she  loathed  his  high-born  cousin,  and  was  not  in  the 
least  flattered  by  his  attentions,  but,  on  the  contrary, 
regarded  them  as  a  disgrace.  But  it  was  too  late. 
Herr  von  Walde  was  speaking  to  Miss  Mertens  of 
Bernhardt' s  journey  to  England  so  quietly  and  minutely 
that  it  would  have  been  ridiculous  to  resume  the  thread 
of  the  former  stormy  discussion.  Moreover,  he  did 
not  seem  to  see  her,  though  she  was  standing  quite 
near  Miss  Mertens. 

"  I  am  half  determined  to  make  the  trip  with  him," 
he  said  at  last,  to  the  governess.  "  Bernhardt  shall 
come  back  with  your  mother,  for  I  mean  to  place 
Lindhof  under  his  exclusive  care.  I  shall  spend  the 
winter  in  London  ;  go  to  Scotland  in  the  spring." 

"  And  not  come  home  for  years,"  said  Miss  Mertens 
sorrowfully.  "Has  Thuringia  absolutely  no  charm 
for  you  ?" 

"  Oh  !  yes  ;  but  I  suffer  here,  and  you  know  a  sharp 
cut  often  heals  a  wound  quickly  and  wholly,  which 
might  become  dangerous  under  too  gentle  treatment. 
I  hope  much  from  the  Scotch  air." 

He  had  spoken  the  last  words  in  a  tone  meant  to  be 
jesting,  but  the  melancholy  was  not  to  be  driven  from 
his  brow,  and  Elizabeth  greatly  doubted  his  mirthful 
mood.     He  extended  his  hand  to  Miss  Mertens,  and 
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walked  slowly  down  the  gravel,  where  he  soon  disap- 
peared in  the  shrubbery. 

"  There  it  is,"  said  the  governess  sadly.  "  Instead 
of  his  bringing  us  a  beautiful  young  wife  to  Lindhof, 
as  we  hoped,  he  is  going  off  into  the  wide  world,  and 
we  shall  neither  see  him  nor  hear  from  him  for  a  year 
and  a  day.  There  is  something  restless  in  him.  Wo 
wonder  when  he  thinks  of  the  unedifying  state  of 
things  here !  Baroness  Lessen  is  a  thorn  in  his  flesh, 
and  yet  he  is  forced  to  meet  her  every  hour  of  the 
day  at  his  own  fireside,  for  his  sister,  whom  he  ten- 
derly loves,  told  him  outright  that  in  the  presence  of 
this  woman  alone  she  can  forget  the  joylessness  of  her 
existence.  Moreover,  his  cousin  is  an  unwelcome 
guest.  Ilerr  von  Walde's  is  a  much  too  upright  nature 
to  succeed  in  concealing  his  aversion,  but  these  people 
are  like  iron  and  steel.  The  most  unflattering  manner 
of  the  master  of  the  house  toward  them  slides  off  their 
smooth  surface.  They  are  blind  and  deaf  when  he 
hints  at  a  separation.  As  to  Herr  von  Hollfeld,  in  my 
eyes  he  is  a  pitiful  creature.  To  this  day  I  cannot 
comprehend  how  he  can  have  succeeded  in  winning 
Fraulein  von  "Walde's  heart." 

"  Then  you  know  that,  too  ?"  asked  Elizabeth. 

"  Oh  !  child,  it  has  long  been  an  open  secret.  She 
loves  him  as  deeply  and  devotedly  as  ever  a  woman 
can.  But  this  unfortunate  inclination,  in  wThich  she 
now  lives  and  breathes  as  in  the  sunshine,  will  one  day 
cast  the  blackest  of  shadows  upon  the  life  of  this  most 
afflicted  girl.  Herr  von  Walde  knows  this,  but  he 
cannot  open  his  sister's  eyes  without  inflicting  a 
mortal  wound,  so  he  makes  the  heaviest  sacrifice  to 
his  brotherly  love,  and  goes  away  when  his  stay  here 
is  made  unendurable  " 
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During  this  conversation  Miss  Mertens  and  Eliza- 
beth  had  left  the  castle  and  were  climbing  the  moun- 
tain. Reinhardt  joined  them  presently  on  his  way 
home  from  the  village.  Miss  Mertens  told  him  of  her 
meeting  Herr  von  Walde  and  his  last  suggestions  as 
to  the  journey. 

"  He  has  not  said  anything  about  it,  but  he  has  been 
looking;  as  though  he  would  like  to  leave  Lindhof  on 
the  spot.  Pretty  arrangements!  The  master  of  the 
house  is  the  fifth  wheel  to  the  wagon,  in  the  circle  of 
his  own  relatives.  He  has  to  maintain  the  whole  clan, 
and  by  way  of  thanks  they  beguile  his  sister's  heart 
away  from  him.  Good  heavens!  If  I  were  in  his 
place  for  three  days  I  should  exorcise  the  evil  spirit  so 
that  no  trace  of  it  could  ever  be  found.  However,  I 
hope  Herr  von  Hollfeld  may  go  to  Odenburg  at  least 
for  a  few  days.  His  overseer  has  just  brought  tidings 
that  the  housekeeper  has  left  suddenly.  No  one  ever 
stays  long,  the  worthy  gentleman  is  too  miserly. 
Other  disagreeable  things,  too,  are  said  to  have 
"happened." 

They  reached  Gnadeck,  and  the  guest  was  very 
warmly  received.  How  cozily  Miss  Mertens'  room 
welcomed  its  new  occupant.  It  shone  with  cleanli- 
ness. Fresh  white  covers  decked  bed  and  table,  a 
pretty  Black  Forest  clock  ticked  softly  near  the  daintily 
ordered  writing-table,  and  several  plants  of  mignonette 
and  roses  perfumed  the  little  room.  Through  the 
open  door  the  living-room  of  the  family  was 
visible.  There,  on  the  table  which  stood  ready, 
Elizabeth  lighted  the  spirit-lamp  in  the  tea-machine, 
while  Miss  Mertens  quickly  arranged  her  few  posses- 
sions in  the  bureau  and  wardrobe. 
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Meanwhile  the  forester  had  arrived  with  Hector  and 
a  pipe.  Bernhardt  remained,  and  there  was  a  merry 
company.  The  forester  was  in  a  rosy  mood.  Eliza- 
beth seated  herself  at  his  side.  She  tried  with  all  her 
strength  to  enter  into  his  teasing,  but  it  had  never 
been  so  difficult,  and  he,  having  a  quick  ear  for  the 
delicate  modulations  of  her  voice,  noticed  this  very 
speedily. 

"  Hello  I  Gold  Elsie,  what  is  the  trouble  ?"  he  asked 
suddenly.  "  There  is  something  out  of  order  here." 
He  seized  her  by  the  chin  and  looked  into  her  eyes. 
"  Yes,  there  is  a  veil  over  your  eyes  and  your  soul. 
Why,  you  look  altogether  differently  all  in  a  minute ! 
What  is  the  meaning  of  this  troubled  face  ?" 

Elizabeth  blushed  furiously  under  his  scrutiny.  She 
made  every  endeavor  to  escape  confession  by  jesting, 
but  she  succeeded  ill,  and  finally  there  was  nothing 
left  her  but  to  go  to  the  piano,  where  he  never  dis- 
turbed or  teased  her.  What  a  relief  it  was  to  her 
burdened  heart  to  find  utterance  in  mighty  chords,  to 
have  the  tones  carry  her  plaint  out  into  the  dusky 
evening,  echoing  the  misery  that  filled  her  soul  since 
she  had  learned  that  Ilerr  von  Walde  must  leave 
Thuringia.  No  more  of  the  brooding  and  speculating 
as  to  the  strange,  unknown  something  which  had  sud- 
denly intruded  into  her  thought  harmony — a  delicious 
riddle.  It  spoke  with  its  own  firm  voice  now  in 
mighty  tones,  before  which  the  former  innocent  harp 
melodies  of  her  inner  life  died  away  to  a  feeble  whis- 
per. A  fairyland  of  golden  promise  had  opened  before 
her,  her  eye  roamed  intoxicated  over  it,  for  there  was 
no  bridge  across  the  dark  chasm  at  her  feet.  The  veil 
of  happy  ignorance  which  had  hitherto  rested  upon 
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her  soul  was  rent  asunder ;  she  knew,  with  joy  and 
unspeakable  pain,  that  she  loved. 

She  did  not  know  how  long  she  had  been  playing ; 
but  she  suddenly  returned  to  the  outer  world  as  a  ray 
of  light  from  the  living-room  fell  directly  upon  the 
pale  bust  of  B°ethoven.  Her  mother  had  lighted  the 
lamp,  and  Elizabeth  saw  that  her  uncle  was  sitting  near 
her  in  the  window.  He  must  have  come  in  very 
silently.  When  her  hands  fell  from  the  keys  he  stroked 
her  head  gentlv. 

"  Do  you  see,  my  child !"  he  said  at  last,  his  voice 
full  of  emotion,  as  the  last  chords  died  away.  "  If  I 
had  not  known  already  that  something  strange  is 
going  on,  I  should  have  known  it  from  your  playing. 
It  was  tears,  nothing  but  tears." 


GOLD  ELSIE.  189 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

With  Miss  Mertens'  entrance  into  the  old  castle  the 
family  life  of  the  Ferbers  became,  if  possible,  cozier 
than  before.  For  the  first  time  in  a  long,  comfortless 
series  of  years  the  governess  felt  herself  surrounded  by 
love.  Her  warm  feelings,  hitherto  anxiously  watched 
over  and  repressed,  broke  forth,  and,  combined  with 
her  rich  knowledge,  made  her  a  most  agreeable  com- 
panion. She  had  a  tendency  toward  making  herself 
useful  wherever  she  could.  She  gave  her  attention 
especially  to  little  Ernst,  who  zealously  learned  French 
and  English  words  under  her  tuition.  Elizabeth,  too, 
sought  to  derive  the  greatest  benefit  from  Miss 
Mertens'  stay  at  Gnadeck.  She  studied  busily,  for 
that  was  the  latest  shield  from  her  own  brooding 
thoughts. 

Her  practice  hours  with  Friiulein  von  Walde  went 
regularly  on.  Ilollfeld,  who  had  gone  to  Odenburg 
for  a  single  day  only,  continued  to  come  as  an  eager 
listener,  and  made  every  effort  to  obtain  a  moment 
alone  with  Elizabeth.  He  had  several  times  managed 
so  adroitly  that  Helene  had  arisen  during  the  pause  to 
bring  some  object  that  was  under  discussion  from  the 
adjoining  room  ;  but  he  did  not  accomplish  his  purpose, 
for  Elizabeth  went  at  once  to  call  a  servant  to  brine:  a 
glass  of  water.    He  could  not  hope  for  a  rencontre  on. 
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the  way  up  the  mountain,  for  Miss  Mertens  regularly 
came  with  Ernst  to  escort  Elizabeth. 

,  This  persistent  baffling  of  his  attempts  made  him 
impatient  and  inconsiderate  at  last.  His  hand  fell 
from  his  face,  he  showed  his  passion  unreservedly,  and 
Ilelene  had  only  her  nearsightedness  to  thank  for 
being  spared  a  painful  discovery.  ^Elizabeth's  visits  to 
the  castle  became  constantly  more  painful,  and  she 
thanked  God  when  at  last  the  intended  festivities  drew 
near,  for  after  them  the  daily  practice  would  be 
suspended. 

It  was  the  day  before  Herr  von  Walde's  birthday, 
when  Bernhardt  reported  at  Castle  Gnadeck  that  one 
guest  had  already  arrived  at  the  castle  below. 

"  That  scatterbrain  was  wanting,"  he  said  exasper- 
atedly. 

"  Who  is  it  ?"  asked  Frau  Ferber  and  Miss  Mertens 
together. 

"  A  so-called  friend  of  Fraulein  von  Walde,  a  lady-in- 
waiting  at  the  court  of  L .     She  proposes  to  help 

arrange  the  festivities.     God  have  mercy  upon  the  un- 
fortunate people,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest !" 

"  Oh !  Frau  von  Quittelsdorf  !"  cried  Miss  Mertens, 
still  laughing.  "  Yes,  she  has  mercury  in  her  veins,  it 
is  true.  She  is  horribly  superficial,  but  not  bad  at 
heart." 

Elizabeth  went  down  to  Lindhof  later  in  Reinhardt's 
company.  When  they  came  near  the  castle  they  saw 
Herr  von  Walde's  second  saddle-horse  being  led  up  to 
the  main  door  in  the  middle  of  the  south  front.  Herr 
von  Walde  himself  came  out  with  his  riding-whip  in 
his  hand  and  Avent  down  the  "steps.  Elizabeth  had  not 
seen  him  since  the  afternoon  when  he  had  treated  her 
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so  harshly  and  rudely.  He  was  remarkably  pale  and 
gloomy. 

Just  as  he  swung  into  the  saddle,  a  young  lady  in  a 
white  dress  appeared  upon  the  stairs.  She  was  very 
pretty,  and  hastened  down  with  graceful  ease  to  pat 
the  horse  upon  the  neck  and  give  it  a  lump  of  sugar. 

Fraulein  von  Walde,  who  had  come  out  at  that 
moment  hanging  upon  von  Hollfeld's  arm,  remained 
standing  at  the  top  of  the  steps,  waving  greetings  to 
her  brother. 

"  Is  the  young  lady  Fraulein  von  Quittelsdorf  ?" 
inquired  Elizabeth. 

Reinhardt  nodded  in  the  affirmative,  with  a  look  of 
dissatisfaction. 

"  Her  external  appearance  pleases  me,"  said  the 
young  girl.  "  Her  von  Walde  seems  to  like  chatting 
with  her,"  she  continued,  in  a  low  voice.  At  that 
moment  the  rider  leaned  over  and  seemed  to  be  listen- 
ing intently  to  what  the  young  girl  said. 

"  He  does  not  wish  to  be  rude,  and  lets  the  chatter 
amuse  him  for  the  moment,"  said  Reinhardt,  going 
forward.  "  She  talks  the  blue  out  of  the  skies,  and  is 
capable  of  catching  his  horse  by  the  bridle  if  he  should 
wish  to  go  before  she  is  through  her  discourse." 

They  had  entered  the  vestibule.  Elizabeth  took  leave 
of  Reinhardt  and  went  to  the  music-room,  where  Frau- 
lein von  Walde  and  von  Hollfeld  soon  arrived.  The 
former  went  into  the  dressing-room  to  have  her  hair 
arranged,  which  had  become  a  little  disordered.  Holl- 
feld made  the  most  of  the  moment  to  hasten  up  to 
Elizabeth,  who  had  withdrawn  into  a  deep  window- 
seat,  and  was  turning  over  some  music. 

"  We  were  horribly  interrupted,"  he  whispered. 
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"We?"  she  asked  gravely,  retreating  a  step.  "I 
had  indeed  cause  to  complain  of  being  disturbed,  and 
must  confess  that  I  was  incensed  at  being  interrupted 
in  my  reading." 

"  Ah  !  every  inch  a  princess !"  he  exclaimed  jestingly, 
though  in  a  suppressed  voice.  "  However,  I  did  not 
in  the  least  mean  to  insult  you.  On  the  contrary,  do 
you  not  know  what  the  rose  says  ?" 

"  Certainly  ;  it  must  surely  have  thought  that  it  is 
a  thousand  times  better  to  die  upon  the  twig  than  to 
be  torn  off  for  so  useless  an  object." 

"  Cruel ;  you  are  hard  as  marble.  Have  you  no 
suspicion  what  brings  me  here  daily  ?"  inquired  von 
Hollfeld. 

"  Admiration  for  the  great  composer,  doubtless," 
replied  Elizabeth. 

"  You  are  mistaken." 

"  At  least  in  your  favor." 

"  Oh,  no,  for  that  would  not  bring  me  one  step 
forward.     Music  is  for  me  raerelv  a  bridge." 

"  From  which  you  may  easily  fall  into  the  water," 
said  Elizabeth. 

"  Would  you  let  me  sink  ?" 

"Most  assuredly.  I  am  not  ambitious  enough  to  go 
hunting  a  bravery  medal,"  said  Elizabeth  coldly. 

Fraulein  von  Walde  returned.  She  seemed  surprised 
to  find  the  two  in  conversation,  for  they  had,  as  far  as 
she  knew,  hitherto  never  exchanged  a  word.  She 
glanced  at  von  Hollfeld,  whose  face  expressed  chagrin 
only  partly  suppressed.  Then  she  seated  herself  at  the 
piano  and  played  the  prelude,  while  Elizabeth  contin- 
ued to  search  for  the  music.  Hollfeld  took  up  his 
usual  position,  supporting  his  head  upon  his  hand,  with 
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a  melancholy  air.  Never  had  his  expression  been  so 
ardent,  so  consuming,  as  now,  when  it  rested  upon 
Elizabeth.  She  regretted  having  entered  inter  conver- 
sation with  him.  Her  effort  to  snub  him  by  her  cold- 
ness and  brusqueness  seemed  to  have  produced  an 
opposite  effect.  Fear  and  resentment  overwhelmed 
her  at  sight  of  his  excited  face,  and  though  her  uncle's 
triumphant  smile  arose  before  her  mind's  eye,  the 
determination  to  abandon  the  lessons  rather  than  sub- 
mit longer  to  this  shameless  staring  gained  ground. 

The  hour  was  coming  to  an  end,  when  Fraulein  von 
Quittelsdorf  suddenly  entered.  She  bore  a  small  being 
in  a  white  dress  in  her  arms,  and  held  its  head  to  her 
shoulder  with  one  arm. 

"  Frau  Oberhofmeisterin  von  Falkenberg  sends  her 
respects,"  she  said  formally,  "  and  regrets  extremely 
that  a  cold  will  prevent  her  being  present  to-morrow. 
She  takes  the  liberty  of  sending  her  beloved,  beautiful 
grandchild." 

At  that  moment  the  little  creature  in  her  arms  made 
several  despairing  plunges  and  sprang  to  the  floor,  with 
a  loud  bark,  where  it  at  once  took  refuge  under  a  chair, 
dragging  its  long  robe  after  it. 

"  Cornelia,  you  are  really  too  childish  !"  cried  Frau- 
lein von  "Walde,  laughing,  but  vexed  to  see  Ali's  per- 
plexed face  peeping  out  of  the  ribboned  baby -cap.  "  If 
the  good  Falkenberg  knew  this  there  would  surely  be 
an  end  of  your  mischievous  tricks  at  the  court  of 
L ." 

Bella,  who  had  come  in  at  the  same  time,  nearly 
choked  with  laughter,  and  only  sought  to  restrain  her- 
self when  her  mother,  surprised  at  the  noise,  entered 
and  reminded   her   of  the  impropriety  of  such  noisy 
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merriment.  The  baroness  laughingly  threatened  Frau- 
lein  von  Quittelsdorf  with  her  finger,  when  Helene 
related  the  girl's  freak,  and  then  she  approached 
Elizabeth. 

"  Fraulein  von  Walde  will  not  have  told  you,"  she 
said,  in  a  rather  gracious  tone,  "  that  all  the  guests  at 
the  festivities  to-morrow  will  assemble  at  four  in  the 
large  salon  downstairs.  I  beg  of  you  not  to  be  late. 
The  concert  will  end  about  six.  I  mention  this  that 
your  parents  may  know  when  to  expect  you." 

At  these  words  Helene  looked  at  the  keys  in  embar- 
rassment, while  Fraulein  von  Quittelsdorf  stared 
curiously  into  Elizabeth's  face.  Pretty  as  the  black 
eyes  were,  Elizabeth  was  offended  by  the  stare.  She 
bowed  slightly  to  the  baroness,  with  the  assurance  that 
she  would  come  punctually,  and  then  fastened  a  grave 
look  upon  the  pretty  intruder.  It  worked  instantan- 
eously. Fraulein  von  Quittelsdorf  turned  her  head 
away,  and  whirled  about  upon  her  heel  like  an  em- 
barrassed child.  At  that  moment  she  detected  Herr 
von  Hollfeld  in  the  window-niche. 

"  Why,  Hollfeld  !"  she  said,  "  is  it  you  or  your  ghost  ? 
"What  are  you  doing  here  ?" 

"  Listening,  as  you  see." 

"  Listening  !  ha,  ha,  ha !  and  enjoying  such  indiges- 
tibles  as  Mozart  and  Beethoven.  Don't  you  remember 
that  you  assured  me  at  the  last  court  concert  that  you 
had  dyspepsia  after  every  dose  of  classical  music  ?" 

She  held  her  sides  with  laughter. 

"  Oh,  do  stop  this  nonsense,  dear  Cornelia,"  said  the 
baroness,  "  and  give  me  the  benefit  of  your  fertile,  in- 
ventive faculty  in  making  the  programme  for  the 
festivities.     And  you,  dear  Emil,  would  do  me  a  great 
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favor  if  you  would  come,  too.  You  know  I  am  in  the 
sad  position  of  needing  a  masculine  support,  if  my 
arrangements  are  to  be  carried  out." 

Hollfeld  arose  with  visible  reluctance. 

"  Well,  take  me  with  you,  too,  then.  Would  you  be 
so  cruel  as  to  leave  me  alone  all  the  long  time  until 
tea?"  cried  Helene  reproachfully,  as  she,  too,  arose. 
She  looked  displeased,  and  it  seemed  to  Elizabeth,  for 
the  first  time,  that  Tlelene's  eyes  rested  enviously  upon 
Cornelia's  nimble  feet,  that  young  lady  having  uncere- 
moniously slipped  her  hand  through  von  Hollfeld's 
arm  and  dragged  him  out  at  the  door.  Elizabeth  closed 
the  piano,  and  was  most  speedily  dismissed. 

In  the  corridors  of  the  castle  which  the  young  girl 
traversed  there  was  great  activity.  Servants  were 
dragging  baskets  of  silver  and  porcelain  into  a  room 
adjoining  the  grand  salon.  Delightful  odors  arose 
from  the  kitchen-windows  in  the  basement,  where  all 
manner  of  good  things  were  baking  and  roasting,  and 
in  an  open  room  of  one  of  the  servants  lay  mountains 
of  greenery  for  purposes  of  decoration. 

And  he  in  whose  honor  all  hands  were  busy  was 
riding,  solitary  and  depressed,  considering  ways  and 
means  of  making  an  end  of  his  joyless  existence  in  his 
own  home. 

Elizabeth  went  into  the  village  to  do  an  errand  for 
her  father.  A  few  days  before  a  violent  thunder 
storm  had  damaged  the  ruinous  jutty  in  the  garden  to 
such  an  extent  that  it  was  feared  any  slight  disturbance 
must  lead  to  its  collapse,  and  so  ruin  the  surrounding 
garden  paths  and  beds,  newly  arranged  with  so  much 
effort. 

Two  Lindhof  masons  had  at  last  promised  Ferber  to 
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remove  the  ruin  the  next  Monday.  But  as  they  could 
not  be  trusted  to  keep  their  word,  as  the  forester 
asserted,  after  much  experience,  Elizabeth  was  to 
remind  them  of  their  promise,  and  place  before  them 
the  necessity  of  their  coming. 

The  result  of  her  errand  was  satisfactory.  One  of 
the  workmen  had  promised  by  all  that  was  dear  and 
sacred  to  him  to  come,  and  she  was  on  her  way  home 
through  the  silent,  lonely  forest.  About  halfway 
along  the  path  from  the  village  to  the  lodge  a'narrow 
way  turned  off  toward  Gnadeck.  It  was  seldom  used, 
and  a  stranger  would  not  have  noticed  it.  For  in 
places  the  underbrush  had  overgrown  it,  and  dead 
leaves  lay  heaped  among  the  gnarled  roots  as  though 
the  foot  of  man  had  never  disturbed  them.  Elizabeth 
loved  this  path,  and  chose  it  now  for  her  homeward 
way. 

She  had  never  met  a  human  being  upon  it.  But  to- 
day she  had  not  pressed  forward  far  into  the  green 
twilight  when  she  observed  that,  about  twenty  paces 
before  her  and  to  the  right,  at  the  edge  of  the 
declivity,  near  the  trunk  of  a  mighty  oak,  something 
like  a  human  arm  was  stretched  out  and  then  let  sink. 
She  recognized  the  movement  the  more  definitely, 
because  the  trees  were  less  closely  planted  there,  and 
bordered  a  small  opening  wThose  bright-green  turf  lay 
like  an  oasis  in  the  midst  of  the  gloom  of  the  forest. 
Elizabeth  walked  inaudibly  forward  and  approached 
the  beech,  until  she  suddenly  stood  still  in  horror. 
There  was  a  man  leaning  against  the  tree.  His  head 
was  bare  and  covered  with  a  wilderness  of  unkempt, 
bushy  hair.  For  a  moment  he  stood  motionless,  as 
though  listening  for  some  sound.     Then  he  advanced 
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one  step,  raised  his  right  arm,  and  aimed  his  pistol 
toward  the  clearing,  as  though  to  shoot  at  a  tree  o]> 
posite  him.  Then,  after  a  time,  he  let  his  arm  sink 
down. 

"  He's  firing  at  a  mark,"  thought  Elizabeth,  but  this 
was  only  to  quiet  herself,  for  an  indescribable  anxiety 
tilled  her  mind.  She  did  not  know  whether  to  run 
backward  or  forward,  and  stood  still,  rooted  to  the 
spot. 

The  sound  of  hoofs  struck  her  ear.  The  man  rose 
as  if  electrified.  A  second  later  a  man  appeared  at 
the  other  side  of  the  clearing.  The  horse  was  walking 
slowly  ;  his  master,  lost  in  thought,  had  let  the  bridle 
fall.  The  man  with  the  pistol  took  two  rapid  steps 
forward,  raised  his  arm  in  the  direction  of  the  horse- 
man, and  turned  his  head  somewhat  aside.  Elizabeth 
instantly  recognized  the  features  of  the  ex-overseer 
Linke,  deathly  pale,  and  distorted  with  rage  and 
hatred.  And  the  rider,  whose  horse  was  bringing 
him  steadily  nearer  the  mouth  of  the  deadly  weapon, 
was  Herr  von  Walde.  A  strange  change  passed 
over  Elizabeth.  If  she  had  trembled  in  maidenly 
fear  of  meeting  this  man,  a  marvelous  courage  now 
possessed  her,  an  incomprehensible  calmness  and 
self-command  at  the  thought  that  she  was  called  to 
save  him.  She  glided  noiselessly  forward  and  stood 
suddenly,  as  though  she  had  shot  up  out  of  the  earth, 
at  Linke's  side,  who,  intently  watching  his  victim,  did 
not  dream  of  her  presence.  With  all  the  strength  she 
possessed  she  seized  his  arm  and  dragged  him  back. 
The  pistol  discharged  its  load  with  a  sharp  report,  and 
the  ball  landed  in  a  tree-trunk,  while  the  miscreant 
fell    to   the    earth   in   deadly   terror.     At   the  same 
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; Moment  a  woman's  loud  cry  for  help  rang  through 
the  forest.  The  murderer  picked  himself  up  and  fled 
through  the  shrubbery.  The  horse  reared  in  the  first 
moment  of  alarm,  then  flew,  spurred  by  its  rider, 
across  the  meadow,  and  stood  in  a  few  bounds  close  to 
Elizabeth,  who,  deadly  pale,  was  holding  to  the  beech 
tree  for  support,  for  now  that  the  danger  was  over, 
her  womanly  nature  asserted  itself.  The  young  girl's 
whole  frame  trembled,  but  a  happy  smile  lighted  up 
her  face,  for  she  saw  Herr  von  Walde  before  her  safe. 

At  sight  of  her  he  sprang  from  his  horse,  but  she, 
who  had  just  shown  such  extraordinary  self-possession, 
uttered  a  loud  cry  and  turned  around  in  mortal  terror 
as  two  arms  were  laid  upon  her  shoulders.  She 
recognized  Miss  Mertens'  agitated  face.  "  Good  God, 
Elizabeth !"  exclaimed  the  governess  breathlessly. 
"  What  have  you  done  ?  You  might  have  been  mur- 
dered." 

Herr  von  Walde  broke  through  the  remnant  of 
brush  that  separated  him  from  the  others. 

"  Are  you  hurt  ?"  he  asked  Elizabeth  excitedly. 

She  shook  her  head.  Without  saying  a  word  he 
picked  her  up,  and  carried  her  to  a  tree  lying  upon  the 
ground,  where  he  put  her  down.  Miss  Mertens  seated 
herself  beside  her,  and  leaned  the  young  girl's  head 
upon  her  shoulder. 

"  Now  tell  me  what  has  happened,"  said  Herr  von 
Walde,  to  the  governess. 

"No,  no,"  cried  Elizabeth  anxiously,  "not  here. 
Let  us  go,  the  murderer  has  escaped  ;  he  may  be  lurk- 
ing in  the  next  clump  of  bushes  to  carry  out  his 
purpose." 

"  Linke  wished  to  murder  you,  Herr  von  Walde," 
said  Miss  Mertens,  with  a  trembling  voice. 
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"  The  wretch  !  Then  the  shot  was  meant  for  me," 
he  replied  calmly,  without  a  trace  of  emotion.  He 
went  into  the  brush  through  which  the  murderer, 
according  to  Miss  Mertens'  description,  must  have 
flown.  Elizabeth  trembled  when  he  vanished  into  the 
thicket,  and  was  about  to  lose  all  command  of  hersel  f 
and  spring  after  him  when  he  returned.  "  You  may 
be  easy,"  he  said  to  the  young  girl,  "  there  is  not  a 
trace  of  him  to  be  seen.  He  will  not  fire  a  second 
time  to-day.  Now  tell  me  the  particulars,  Miss 
Mertens." 

Knowing  that  Elizabeth  was  to  go  to  the  village,  she 
had  come  along  the  little  path  to  meet  her.  Coming 
slowly  down  the  mountain,  she  had  made  the  same 
discovery  as  the  young  girl.  The  villain's  intention 
had  become  clear  to  her  instantly,  but  she  had  been  so 
overcome  with  horror  that  she  could  neither  call  for 
help  nor  move.  She  had  stood  rooted  to  the  spot  in 
mortal  anxiety,  when  Elizabeth,  whom  she  had  not 
before  seen,  presented  herself  behind  the  murderer.  In 
terror  of  the  danger  to  which  the  young  girl  was  ex- 
posing herself,  she  had  screamed  for  help.  She  told 
all  this  in  a  breath.  "  How  had  you  courage,  Eliza- 
beth," she  cried  at  last,  "  to  seize  him  ?  I  shuddered  at 
the  bare  thought  of  the  touch,  and  should  surely  have 
satisfied  myself  with  a  scream." 

"  If  I  had  screamed,"  responded  Elizabeth  simply, 
"  some  involuntary,  terrified  movement  of  Linke's 
might  have  caused  the  catastrophe." 

Herr  von  Walde  listened  to  the  description  with  calm 
attention.  Only  as  Miss  Mertens  described  how  Eliza- 
beth had  seized  the  murderer  with  the  rapidity  of 
lightning  did  he   suddenly  change  color,  casting  an 
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anxious  glance  at  the  young  girl,  as  though  to  assure 
himself  that  she  had  really  emerged  unharmed  from 
her  danger.  He  leaned  over,  and  .pressed  her  right 
hand  to  his  lips.     She  felt  his  hand  tremble. 

Miss  Mertens,  who  saw  that  this  expression  of  thanks 
embarrassed  Elizabeth,  and  drove  a  deep  blush  to  her 
cheeks,  arose,  picked  up  the  pistol  which  Linke  had 
thrown  down  in  his  flight,  and  gave  it  to  Herr  von 
.Walde. 

"  Frightful !"  he  murmured.  "  The  scoundrel  has 
used  one  of  my  own  arms." 

Elizabeth  arose,  and  assured  them,  in  response  to  a 
question  from  Miss  Mertens,  that  she  felt  no  effects  of 
her  fright  whatever,  and  could  begin  the  homeward 
journey.  Both  wished  to  take  leave  of  Herr  von 
Walde.  But  he  fastened  his  horse  to  the  fateful  beech, 
and  said,  in  a  jesting  tone :  "  Linke  is,  as  we  have 
convinced  ourselves  to-day,  of  a  very  revengeful  nature. 
He  may  hate  my  rescuer  even  more  grimly  than 
myself.  I  cannot  permit  her  to  go  on  without  a  male 
escort." 

They  climbed  the  mountain.  Miss  Mertens  hastened 
in  advance,  to  induce  Herr  von  Walde  to  hurry,  for 
steps  must  be  taken  for  the  prosecution  of  the  mur- 
derer. But  her  effort  was  vain.  He  strode  slowly 
and  silently  beside  Elizabeth,  who  wrestled  with  her- 
self for  a  time,  and  then  in  a  soft,  hesitating  tone, 
begged  him  not  to  return  alone  for  his  horse,  but  to 
send  for  it. 

He  smiled.  "  My  Belisarius  is  wild  and  obstinate, 
as  you  know.  He  obeys  no  one  but  myself,  and  would 
take  it  very  ill  if  another  than  his  master  should  try 
to  lead  him  home.     Besides,  that  coward,  as  I  told  you, 
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will  not  venture  to  make  a  second  attempt  to-day.  And 
if  he  did,  I  am  safe  ;  a  good  star  has  risen  for  me  this 
day." 

He  paused. 

"What  do  you  think  ?"  he  asked  suddenly,  in  a 
softened  voice,  while  his  gleaming  eye  looked  pene- 
tratingly into  her  own.  "  May  I  believe  that  it  will 
accompany  me  all  my  life  ?" 

"If  you  undertake  such  breakneck  schemes  as  this, 
it  is  better  for  your  belief  in  your  star  not  to  be  too 
unlimited." 

"The  most  daring  performance  was  my  thought 
itself,"  he  murmured,  and  a  gloomy  shadow  settled 
upon  his  face. 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,"  said  Elizabeth,  amazed. 

"  Naturally,"  he  replied  bitterly.  "Your  thoughts 
and  wishes  take  a  wholly  opposite  direction.  With  all 
firmness  it,  in  dealing  with  one's  self,  often  happens 
that  one  lets  a  pleasant  dream  take  possession  of  one. 
No,  say  no  more,  I  am  punished  already,  for  I  am 
awake." 

He  hastened  his  steps  now,  and  joined  Miss  Mertens, 
while  Elizabeth  followed  in  silence,  puzzling  over  the 
reason  of  his  falling  so  suddenly  into  the  harsh  tone 
again  which  -wounded  her  so  deeply.  He  spoke  not 
another  word,  and  when  at  last  the  walls  of  the  old 
castle  peeped  through  the  bushes,  he  briefly  took  his 
leave  and  strode  rapidly  down  the  mountain-side  again. 

Miss  Mertens  looked  after  him,  surprised.  "A 
strange  man,"  she  said  at  last,  shaking  her  head. 
"  And  if  life  really  has  very  little  value  for  him,  as 
I  must  assume  at  the  present  moment,  I  do  think  a 
word  at   parting   would  not  have   been    superfluous 
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when  one  reflects  that  you  risked  your  own  life  for 
his  sake." 

"I  do  not  see  any  necessity  for  it,"  replied  Eliza- 
beth. "  You  attach  altogether  too  much  importance 
to  my  share  of  the  adventure.  I  simply  did  my  duty 
to  my  fellow-man  and  should  have  done  precisely  the 
same  if  the  case  had  been  reversed  and  Linke  in 
danger,"  she  added,  with  a  peculiar  expression  of 
defiance  in  tone  and  gesture.  "I  wish  very  much, 
too,  to  have  him  understand  the  matter  thus,  for, 
-with  his  pride,  the  consciousness  of  an  undying  obliga- 
tion toward  another  human  being  would  certainly  be 
most  painful,  and  I  wish  least  of  all  to  be  that  human 
being." 

Tender  anxiety  and  bitterness  were  struggling 
within  her  as  she  spoke.  Her  thoughts  followed 
every  step  of  the  man  now  striding  down  the  moun- 
tain-side, and  she  shook  at  the  thought  that  he  might 
at  that  moment  be  passing  the  spot  where  the  venge- 
ful demon  lurked.  Then  she  reflected  that  it  was 
decidedly  foolish  to  waste  her  whole  thought  and 
feeling  upon  a  man  who  persistently  showed  her  only 
the  hardest,  roughest  side  of  his  nature.  Even  toward 
the  baroness,  who  was  repulsive  to  him,  he  never  for 
a  moment  lost  his  composure  or  violated  the  forms  of 
general  politeness,  however  directly  he  might  express 
his  convictions.  All  who  surrounded  him  knew  him 
exclusively  as  surrounded  by  a  nimbus  of  dignity  and 
calmness.  Only  in  conversation  with  her  did  he  find 
it  not  worth  while  to  control  himself.  How  violent 
he  could  be.  How  his  eyes  flashed,  and  how  he 
glowered  at  her  when  she  did  not  answer  quickly  or 
distinctly  enough.     And  he  required  her  to  understand 
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him.  before  he  had  spoken,  whereas  he  was  often  per- 
fectly incomprehensible  to  her  when  he  supposed  he 
had  finished.  Perhaps  the  others  were  all  cleverer 
than  she,  and  mastered  his  way  of  thinking  and  speak- 
ing more  quickly,  while  it  remained  for  her  an  insolu- 
ble riddle.  Could  any  one  take  it  amiss  if  she  should 
go  out  of  the  way  of  such  conflicts  for  the  future  ? 
Certainly  not.  Happily,  however,  he  was  about  to 
start  on  his  journey.  Happily  ?  The  edifice  of  self- 
deceit,  built  upon  pride  and  defiance,  collapsed  sud- 
denly at  that  thought ;  so  thoroughly,  too,  that,  to 
Miss  Mertens'  amazement,  she  turned  into  the  path 
that  led  from  the  clearing  down  to  the  castle.  She 
must  convince  herself  that  Herr  von  "Walde  returned 
unattacked.  Miss  Mertens  willingly  followed  her  to  a 
group  of  trees  near  the  gate  where  he  usually  dis- 
mounted, and  a  load  fell  from  her  heart,  too,  as  he 
came  dashing  out  of  the  woods. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

In  the  evening  the  Ferber  family  sat  in  the  garden, 
under  the  lindens,  bv  the  fountain.  Frau  Ferber  and 
Miss  Mertens  were  making  a  warm  rug  of  pieces  of 
cloth,  to  be  laid  under  the  piano  in  winter. 

Frau  Ferber  had  that  day  forfeited  a  large  share  of 
the  equable  calmness  which  was  so  becoming  to  her 
still  beautiful  face.  She  could  not  compose  herself 
after  the  episode  of  the  afternoon,  for  although  she 
saw  her  child  safe  and  unharmed  before  her  eyes,  she 
had  been  beside  herself  with  alarm  at  Miss  Mertens' 
recital.  Her  eyes  wandered  unceasingly  to  her 
daughter ;  the  slightest  change  of  color  on  Elizabeth's 
face  disturbed  her,  and  made  her  apprehend  an  ill- 
ness in  consequence  of  the  excitement.  Her  father 
thought  otherwise.  "  That  is  right,  my  brave  little 
daughter,"  he  had  said  to  her,  with  glowing  eyes. 
"Reflection  in  cold  blood,  then  quick  and  undeter- 
red with  hand  and  foot  in  action.  So  I  wished  you 
to  be." 

Frau  Ferber  had  alwavs  seen  in  her  husband  her 
ideal  of  a  man.  Even  yet,  after  so  many  years  of 
married  life,  she  blindly  swore  by  his  most  trivial  utter- 
ance as  something  infallible.  But  to-day,  during  the 
paternal  commendation,  a  sigh  had  escaped  her,  and  she 
thought  a  mother  loves  her  children  far  more  than  a 
father. 
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"  More !  Surely  not,  but  differently,"  was  Berber's 
calm  reply.  "  Just  because  I  love  them,  I  train  them 
to  be  men  and  women  of  independent  thought  and 
action,  that  they  may  not  later  belong  to  those  unfor- 
tunate castaways  who  are  always  suffering  from  their 
very  want  of  force  of  character." 

Elizabeth  brought  some  work  into  the  garden,  but 
little  Ernst  was  distressed  at  seeing  her  unpack  her 
sewing-materials. 

"  Now,  wait,  Elsie,"  he  said  indignantly.  "  Herr  von 
Walde  can  ask  me  ten  times  whether  I  love  you.  I 
shall  certainly  never  again  say  yes :  you  do  not  play 
with  me  any  more,  and  seem  to  think  you're  as  big  a 
girl  as  Miss  Mertens  all  at  once.  But  you  are  not  by 
any  means." 

A  general  laugh  followed  this  confusion  of  size  with 
age.  But  Elizabeth  arose  at  once  to  meet  the 
reproaches,  fastened  up  her  dress,  counted  with  the 
youngster  who  must  catch,  and  darted  like  an  arrow 
up  the  rampart.  Ferber  opened  the  portal,  and  there 
appeared  Dr.  Fels,  Reinhardt,  and  the  forester.  Eliza- 
beth was  just  being  pursued  through  the  main  corridor, 
and  did  not  notice  the  newcomers  immediately. 

"  Well,  I  must  say  that  is  a  revelation.  In  the  after- 
noon the  Valkyria,  and  in  the  evening  a  butterfly.' 

But  the  forester  strode  forward,  caught  the  girl 
in  his  arms,  and  turned  her  exultantly  several  times 
around. 

"  My  splendid  girl !"  he  shouted,  pushing  her  a  little 
way  from  him,  while  he  surveyed  her  dainty  figure 
with  delighted  admiration.  "  Look  at  that !  Looks  as 
though  it  were  carved  in  ivory,  so  fine  and  perishable, 
and  has  a  heart  of  iron  and  hands  like  a  man.    A  pity 
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that  you're  not  a  lad ;  you  would  have  to  don  the 
green  jacket,  and  your  father  might  say  what  he 
pleased." 

Meanwhile  Dr.  Fels  had  joined  them.  He  gave 
Elizabeth  his  hand.  "  Herr  von  Walde  has  been  in 
the  city,"  he  said,  "  and  requested  me  to  come  up  here. 
He  wishes  very  much  to  know  whether  the  excite- 
ment and  alarm  have  done  you  harm  or  not  ?" 

"  Not  the  least,"  she  replied,  blushing  deeply.  "  As 
you  see,"  she  continued  jestingly,  "I  am  perfectly 
well  able  to  perform  my  sisterly  duties,  and  Ernst  has 
just  assured  me,  with  some  vexation,  that  I  am  hard 
to  catch." 

"  Well,  I  shall  report  this  message  verbatim  to  Herr 
von  Walde,"  said  the  doctor,  with  a  delicate  smile. 
"  He  may  decide  for  himself  whether  it  is  disturbing  or 
reassuring  for  him." 

Ferber  invited  the  gentlemen  to  be  seated,  which 
they  did  at  once.  The  doctor  lighted  a  cigar,  and 
seemed  to  be  very  comfortable  in  the  little  circle. 
Linke's  attempt  was  thoroughly  discussed.  Immedi- 
ately after  his  dismissal  from  Lindhof,  countless  small 
embezzlements  had  been  discovered,  which  he  had 
perpetrated  during  his  master's  absence.  The  matter 
had  been  noised  abroad — though  Herr  von  Walde  had 
taken  no  steps  to  bring  the  thief  to  justice — and  had 
caused  the  overseer  to  lose  a  new  engagement.  This 
disappointment  had  evidently  filled  the  measure  of  his 
vengeful  wrath,  and  driven  him  to  the  deed  of  to-day. 
Every  effort  had  been  made  to  capture  the  criminal ; 
the  forester  had  searched  the  woods  with  his  lads,  but 
all  attempts  had  thus  far  proved  fruitless.  Reinhardt 
stated  that  Herr  von  Walde  had  strictly  forbidden  the 
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people  at  the  castle  to  mention  the  matter  to  his  sister, 
fearing  that  the  excitement  might  injure  her.  The 
baroness,  Hollfeld  and  the  old  waiting-maid  were  to 
know  nothing  about  it. 

"  Out  of  consideration  for   Herr  von  Walde's  wish, 

the  matter  will  be  hushed  up  for  the  present  in  L , 

too,"  he  continued,  "  for  he  knows  that  half  the  town 
has  been  invited  for  to-morrow " 

"  That  is,  everything  that  creeps  and  flies  with  four- 
footed  creatures  and  poultry  on  a  colored  field,"  the 
doctor  interrupted  sarcastically ;  "  i.  <?.,  all  the  noble 
escutcheons,  and  all  officials  from  the  council  upward. 
The  selection  has  been  severe,  exactly  according  to  the 
order  at  court.  I  have,  therefore,  duly  impressed 
upon  my  wife  to  be  suitably  humble,  as  a  crow  among 
noble  falcons.  To  our  amazement  the  baroness,  who 
manages  the  whole  affair,  has  sent  us  an  invitation." 

"  Apropos,    doctor,"     cried     Keinhardt,     laughing. 

"  They  told  me  to-day  in  L that  the  old  Princess 

Catherine  wished  to  make  you  her  physician,  and  you 

had  declined    the   honor.     Is  it   true  ?     All  L is 

standing  on  its  head  in  amazement." 

"  That  is  nothing  new.  That  befalls  the  dear  little 
city  on  every  occasion.  That's  the  reason  their  intel- 
ligence is  always  down,  and  the  divine  light  of 
knowledge  shines  in  vain  upon  their  unreceptive  soles. 
But  the  story's  true.  I  was  so  bold  as  to  decline  the 
honor." 

"But  why?" 

"  Because,  in  the  first  place,  I  have  no  time  to 
waste  upon  the  hysterical  whims  of  the  high-born 
head,  and  because  I  have  a  holy  respect  for  court 
etiquette." 
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"  Yes,  yes,"  shouted  the  forester,  with  a  laugh.  "  I 
always  make  the  sign  of  the  cross  three  times  when  I 
turn  my  back  to  the  castle.  The  company,  and 
especially  our  superb  princess,  do  not  make  it  difficult 
for  me.  They  turn  a  blind  eye,  or,  if  possible,  two  of 
them,  when  one  makes  a  bad  bow.  But  the  herd 
about  them — that  lisps,  and  courtesies,  and  crawls, 
God  have  mercy  upon  them — cries  murder  if  a  man's 
heel  conies  firmly  down,  and  has  cramps  at  sound  of  a 
voice  coming  free  out  of  a  strong  chest,  as  the  good 
God  made  it." 

It  had  grown  dark.  The  family  and  Miss  Mertens 
accompanied  the  departing  guests  to  the  little  portal, 
and,  as  they  all  came  out  into  the  clearing,  the  music 

of  the  municipal  band  of  L ,  which  was  serenading 

Herr  von  Walde,  sounded  across  the  silent  woods, 
where  not  a  bird  twittered  among  the  boughs,  and 
even  the  night- wind  had  gone  to  sleep  among  the  tree- 
tops  in  the  midst  of  the  tales  of  foreign  countries 
which  he  told  the  leaves  every  evening. 
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CHAPTEE  XV. 

At  five  o'clock  the  next  morning  the  dwellers  at 
Gnadeck  were  awakened  by  cannonading.  "  Aha," 
said  Ferber  to  his  wife,  "  the  glorification  is  beginning." 
But  Elizabeth  started  abruptly  out  of  a  terrible  dream. 
The  catastrophe  which  she  had  yesterday  averted  had 
taken  place  in  her  dream.  She  saw  Herr  von  Walde 
sinking  dead  to  the  ground,  as  the  volley  from  the 
castle  below  awakened  her.  It  took  her  a  long  time 
to  collect  herself.  In  a  single  moment  she  had  endured 
nameless  agony.  She  thought  heaven  and  earth  must 
sink  away  with  that  tall  figure,  crushing  her  beneath 
their  ruins.  And  even  yet,  when  she  had  convinced 
herself  that  the  golden  morning  light  was  pouring  into 
her  room,  and  not  upon  the  blood-stained  meadows, 
the  stormily  awakened  feelings  still  pulsated.  Not 
even  yesterday,  when  she  risked  her  life  for  his,  had 
she  been  so  conscious  that  in  such  a  moment  she,  too, 
must  perish. 

Again  and  again  there  was  thunder  in  the  valley. 
The  window  panes  rattled,  and  Iliinschen  fluttered 
about  in  terror,  clinging  to  his  cage-bars.  Elizabeth 
started  and  shuddered  every  time,  and  when  Frau 
Ferber,  who  still  had  not  regained  her  composure  after 
the  episode  of  yesterday,  though  her  daughter  was 
before  her  eyes  in  perfect  health,  came  to  her  bedside 
to  inquire   how   she  had  slept,  Elizabeth  threw  her 
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arms  about  her  mother's  neck  and  broke  out   into 
uncontrollable  weeping. 

"  My  daughter,  my  daughter,"  cried  Frau  Ferber, 
"are  you  ill?  I  knew  yesterday's  excitement  could 
not  pass  without  producing  its  own  effects ;  and  now 
this  unmeaning  firing  in  the  valley  !" 

It  cost  Elizabeth  great  effort  to  persuade  her  mother 
that  she  was  feeling  perfectly  well,  and  would  not, 
under  any  circumstances,  stay  in  bed,  but  wished  to 
drink  coffee  with  the  others.  To  make  an  end  of  all 
objection,  she  slipped  into  her  clothes,  freshened  her 
tear-stained  face  with  cold  water,  and  was  presently  at 
her  post  before  the  fire,  putting  the  finishing  touches 
to  the  breakfast  which  her  mother  had  prepared. 

The  firing  had  suddenly  come  to  an  end,  and  it  was 
not  long  before  all  trace  of  tears  was  gone  from  Eliza- 
beth's face.  She  looked  cheerfully  out  into  the  world, 
for,  though  she  saw  stretching  before  her  a  life  of 
renunciation,  he  was  alive.  This  thought,  after  her 
frightful  dream,  had  a  quieting  effect  upon  her  troubled 
heart.  And  though  he  might  go  away  and  she  live 
years  without  seeing  him,  yet  a  time  must  come  when 
he  would  return.  And  she  might  think  of  him  and 
love  him,  for  he  belonged  to  no  other. 

Later  she  went  with  the  family  and  Miss  Mertens  to 
the  lodge,  whither  the  company  had  been  invited  to 
dinner,  as  they  were  every  Sunday.  As  the  forester 
came  toward  them  a  heavy  frown  rested  upon  his 
brow.  Elizabeth  soon  saw  that  Bertha  was  giving 
him  much  trouble. 

"  I  cannot,  and  will  not,  be  witness  of  these  perform- 
ances any  longer,"  he  shouted.  "  Am  I  in  my  old 
days  to  become  a  watchman,  standing  guard  day  and 
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night  in  my  own  house  to  keep  a  crazy,  obstinate 
young  thing  that  has  no  claim  in  God's  world  upon 
me  from  her  mad  tricks  ?" 

"Uncle,  remember  how  unhappy  she  is,"  cried 
Elizabeth,  alarmed. 

"Unhappy?  She  is  a  play-actress,  and  I'm  no 
cannibal.  When  I  really  believed  her  to  be  unhappy, 
when  she  lost  both  parents,  I  was  a  staff  and  a 
prop  for  her,  as  far  as  it  lay  in  my  power.  But  there 
is  no  unhappiness  there  ;  for  then,  scarcely  two  months 
after  the  sad  event,  she  was  trilling  away  like  a  lark 
in  the  sky,  so  that  my  heart  ached  at  sight  of  her 
heartless  frivolity.  "What  is  she  unhappy  about? 
But  I  do  not  want  to  know  the  state  secret ;  and  if 
she  has  no  confidence  in  me,  she  can  let  it  go.  She 
can  make  a  weeping-willow  face  for  a  year,  as  far  as 
I  am  concerned,  if  it  pleases  her ;  but  to  pretend  to  be 
dumb,  and  to  run  about  in  the  woods  like  a  mad- 
woman at  night,  and  burn  the  house  over  my  head 
some  fine  day,  these  are  things  I  mean  to  have  a  word 
of  my  own  about." 

"  Then  you  have  not  heeded  my  recent  warning  ?" 
inquired  Ferber. 

"  Certainly.  I  gave  her  another  room  immediately 
above  my  own,  so  that  I  hear  every  step  overhead. 
At  night  both  the  house  doors  are  not  only  bolted  but 
locked  and  the  key  I  keep.  But  the  deceit  of  woman  ! 
That  is  an  old  story.  For  a  short  time  these  measures 
brought  quiet.  But  last  night  I  could  not  sleep. 
Linke  kept  turning  up  in  my  mind.  All  at  once  I  heard 
steps  above,  soft  as  a  cat  on  the  roof.  Aha !  thought  I, 
there's  the  wandering  again,  and  I  got  up.  But  when 
I  reached  the  room  the  bird  had  flown.     On  the  table 
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by  the  open  window  stood  a  lighted  candle,  and  as  I 
opened  the  door  the  curtain  blew  into  the  flame. 
Heavens!  if  I  had  not  sprung  forward,  we  should 
have  had  fireworks,  including  the  old  timbers  of  the 
lodge,  sure.  How  had  she  got  out  ?  Through  the 
kitchen  window.  Nay,  I'd  rather  tend  an  ant-hill  than 
such  a  tricky  creature." 

"I  am  firmly  convinced  that  the  girl  has  some 
liaison,"  said  Frau  Ferber. 

"  Yes,  you  said  so  before,"  replied  the  forester,  with 
some  irritation ;  "  but  if  you  would  tell  me  with  whom, 
I  should  be  very  grateful.  Look  about  you,  whether 
there  is  one  single  person  who  could  turn  a  girl's  head 
so.  My  assistants  are  not  good  enough  for  her.  _She 
never  would  have  a  word  to  say  to  them,  and  the  ras- 
cal Linke  cannot  be  the  hero,  with  his  bandy  legs  and 
carroty  wig ;  and  that  ends  the  register." 

"  One  you  have  forgotten,"  said  Frau  Ferber  sig- 
nificantly, and  looked  about  in  search  of  Elizabeth, 
who  had  fallen  behind  a  few  steps  to  cut  a  whip  for 
Ernst. 

"  "Well  ?"   queried  the  forester. 

"  Herr  von  Hollfeld." 

The  forester  stopped.  "H'm!"  he  grumbled,  at 
length.  "  That  never  would  have  occurred  to  me  in 
all  my  life.  No,  no,"  he  continued  quickly,  "  I  do  not 
believe  that ;  for,  in  the  first  place,  the  girl  would  not 
be  such  an  idiot  as  to  imagine  he  would  ever  make  her 
the  gracious  lady  of  Odenburg " 

"  Perhaps  she  hoped,  nevertheless,  and  is  now  dis- 
appointed," suggested  Frau  Ferber. 

"  She  is  proud  and  upstart  enough  perhaps,"  reflected 
the  forester,  "  but  he — he — they  say  he  cares  nothing 
for  women." 
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"  He  is  an  old  egotist,"  said  Miss  Mertens. 

"That  I  believe,  the  other  not,"  replied  Frau 
Ferber;  "and  precisely  this  explains  Bertha's  per- 
formances." 

"Oh!  that  would  be  a  dreadful  state  of  things," 
shouted  the  forester  irefully.  "And  here  I  should 
have  been  getting  my  nose  turned,  in  my  innocent 
considerateness,  like  any  old  father  in  a  comedy.  I'll 
get  to  the  bottom  of  the  matter  now,  inexorably,  and 
woe  to  the  girl  if  she  has  really  dared  to  bring  dis- 
grace upon  herself  and  me." 

Dinner  was  eaten  in  silence.  The  forester  was 
gloomy  and  distrait,  and  would  have  liked  to  make 
Bertha  confess,  if  Frau  Ferber  had  not  begged  him  to 
remember  the  Sabbath.  After  coffee  the  guests  left 
the  lodge.  The  forester  threw  his  rifle  over  his 
shoulder,  went  with  the  company  as  far  as  the  little 
portal,  and  then  lost  himself  in  the  woods,  which,  he 
said,  always  calmed  him  and  brought  him  to  himself. 

Elizabeth  dressed  for  the  concert— that  is,  she  put 
on  a  simple  white  mull  dress,  and  placed,  as  an  unusual 
decoration,  a  bouquet  of  forest  wild-flowers  in  her 
bosom.  Her  mother  brought  a  little  medallion  upon 
a. narrow  black  velvet  ribbon,  and  tied  it  about  her 
neck.  Such  was  her  concert  toilet,  which  certainly 
any  other  girl,  in  consideration  of  the  brilliancy  of  the 
company,  would  have  donned  with  some  depression  of 
spirits.  Elizabeth,  on  the  contrary,  thought  with 
great  satisfaction  that  the  frequently  washed  dress  had 
never  come  from  beneath  her  iron  so  faultless  as  to- 
day, and  would  have  preferred  to  lay  aside  her 
mother's  little  gold  ornament,  for  she  thought  that . 
she  was  a  musician  down  below,  and  not  a  guest,  and 
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the  main  consideration  was  her  fingering.  It  disturbed 
her  somewhat  that  the  arms  which  supported  her 
fingers  were  bare,  and  that  her  dress  exposed  her 
shoulders,  too.  She  could  not  understand  why  the 
aristocratic  world  should  find  it  more  suitable  to 
appear  decollete  upon  social  occasions.  That  her 
shoulders  and  arms  were  charmingly  molded,  and  of 
an  almost  shining  whiteness,  did  not  occur  to  her 
mind.  As  little  did  she  observe  that  her  beautiful 
head,  full  of  blond  braids,  in  combination  with  her 
slender  neck  and  the  bare  shoulders,  afforded  exquisite 
outlines.  Her  mother  had  to-day  herself  arranged  the 
golden  crown  that  fell  upon  Elizabeth's  brow,  and  by 
its  blond  brilliancy  brought  into  especial  relief  the  fine 
but  firm  arch  of  her  black  brows.  Frau  Ferber  could 
not  contradict  Miss  Mertens,  who,  after  Elizabeth  had 
started  on  her  way  to  the  castle,  insisted  enthusiastic- 
ally that  the  beauty  of  the  young  girl  was  supernal, 
for  Frau  Ferber  herself  had  observed  with  surprise 
that  the  child  had  blossomed  out  into  striking  beauty. 
When  Elizabeth  entered  the  vestibule  of  Lindhof  she 
saw  Dr.  Fels,  who,  with  his  wife  on  his  arm,  was  about 
to  enter  the  hall.  She  hastened  to  him  and  greeted 
him  in  the  most  friendly  manner,  for  her  heart  had 
been  beating  anxiously  the  whole  way  down  at  the 
thought  that  she  might  have  to  enter  alone  the  broad 
hall  where  the  guests  were  assembled.  The  doctor 
extended  his  hand  to  her  at  once,  and  with  a  half- 
audible  whisper  introduced  her  to  his  wife  as  the 
heroine  of  yesterday.  Both  took  the  young  girl 
cordially  under  their  wing.  The  high  folding-doors 
opened  noisily.  Elizabeth  thanked  her  lucky  star  that 
she  could  vanish  entirely  behind  the  Frau  Doctor's 
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imposing  figure,  for  the  impression  of  the  huge,  deco- 
rated room,  upon  whose  smooth  parquetry  floor  superb 
dresses  were  rustling,  and  the  patent-leather  boots  of 
distinguished  men  in  dress-coats  were  gliding,  was 
rather  overwhelming.  In  the  middle  of  the  room 
stood  Baroness  Lessen,  enveloped  in  superb  moire 
antique,  doing  the  honors.  She  replied  very  politely, 
but  very  coldly,  to  the  greeting  of  the  newly  arrived 
couple,  and  pointed,  in  response  to  the  doctor's  inquiry 
after  Herr  von  Walde,  to  a  knot  of  people  near  the 
window,  from  whence  issued  a  murmur  like  the  biblical 
confusion  of  tongues. 

"While  Fels  and  his  wife  proceeded  thither,  Elizabeth 
gratefully  responded  to  Helene's  gesture  beckoning 
her  to  a  window-seat,  where  Helene  confided  to  her 
that  she  had  been  attacked  by  stage-fright,  was  terri- 
fied at  the  thought  of  playing  before  all  these  people, 
and  should  like  to  creep  away  into  some  mousehole. 
Finally,  she  begged  Elizabeth  to  play  a  sonata  of 
Beethoven's  in  place  of  the  four-hand  piece  meant  to 
open  the  concert,  a  wish  to  which  Elizabeth  at  once 
acceded.  She  walked  to  the  table  upon  which  the 
music  lay,  and  opened  the  sonata  which  she  meant  to 
play.  Meanwhile,  carriage  after  carriage  rolled  into 
the  court.  The  doors  opened  unceasingly,  and  such  a 
mass  of  tulle,  lace,  velvet  and  silk  was  ushered  in  that 
Elizabeth  looked  down  with  a  commiserating  smile 
upon  her  well-ironed  mull  dress,  for,  once  in  the  midst 
of  the  crinolined  multitude,  it  must  inevitably  lose  on 
the  spot  its  faultless  smoothness. 

From  the  baroness'  greeting  she  could  readily  deter- 
mine the  rank  of  the  entering  guests.  With  a  single 
turn  of  her  feather-clad  head  the  lady  soared  far  above 
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the  possibility  of  friendly  intercourse  when  the  mere 
civil  element  came  in  her  way,  and  this  same  civil 
element  did  all  that  lay  in  its  power  to  recognize  and 
respect  unapproachable  loftiness.  At  a  gesture  of  the 
baroness,  all  newcomers  made  their  way  at  once  to  the 
window  where  Herr  von  Walde  wyas  represented  as 
standing,  for  the  circle  of  congratulating  acquaintances 
was  so  impenetrable  that  Elizabeth  could  not  see  him 
at  all.  Then  they  separated  into  single  groups,  who 
either  awaited  quietly  what  time  might  bring  or  con- 
versed among  themselves. 

The  door  was  opened  noisily,  and  a  fat  old  lady 
limped  into  the  room,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  an 
equally  elderly  man,  wearing  divers  decorations,  and 
upon  Friiulein  von  Quittelsdorf.  The  baroness 
hastened  toward  the  newcomers,  and  even  Fraulein 
von  Walde  arose  with  difficulty  and,  supported  by  Yon 
Hollfeld,  came  up  to  the  old  couple,  the  assembled 
ladies  following  her  like  the  tail  of  a  comet.  The 
tangle  of  people  at  the  window  raveled  out,  as  if  by 
magic,  and  Herr  von  Walde's  tall  figure  became  visible. 

"We  must  come  to  you,  if  we  wish  to  see  you, 
naughty  one!"  cried  the  old  lady,  threatening  with 
her  finger,  as  she  waddled  toward  him.  "  Have  the 
beauties  of  Spain  banished  all  recollection  of  old 
friends?  You  see,  in  spite  of  my  lame  foot,  and 
though  I  feel  myself  painfully  neglected  by  you,  I  still 
could  not  be  wanting  among  the  friends  who  bring 
you  their  congratulations  to-day." 

He  bowed  and  said  a  few  words,  whereupon  she 
laughingly  gave  him  a  slight  blow  upon  the  shoulder. 
He  then  led  her  to  an  armchair,  upon  which  she 
seated  herself  with  great  grandezza. 
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"  Baroness  von  Falkenberg,  chief  lady-in-waiting  at 
the  court  of  L ,"  replied  the  doctor's  wife  to  Eliza- 
beth's question  who  the  old  lady  might  be.  Fraulein 
von  Quittelsdorf  was  wonderfully  pretty  in  a  white 
erepe  dress,  with  a  wreath  of  deep-red  geraniums  in 
her  hair,  as  she  exerted  herself  in  the  service  of  her 
superiors,  and  did  not  fail  now  and  then  to  dart  a 
roguish  glance  at  Fraulein  von  Walde. 

The  arrival  of  the  guests  from  court  was  the  signal 
for  the  concert  to  begin.  Elizabeth  could  almost  hear 
her  heart  beating.  She  was  still  standing  behind  the 
doctor's  wife — could  still  hide  her  face  from  all  the 
eyes  that  would-be  staring  at  her  the  next  moment. 
Suddenly  an  unspeakable  timidity  overcame  her,  and 
she  bitterly  regretted  having  promised  to  play  first 
alone.  She  trembled  when  Fraulein  von  Walde 
signaled  to  her  to  begin.  But  no  reluctance  could  help 
matters  now.  She  drew  a  long  breath,  took  up  the 
notes,  and  walked  slowly  to  the  piano,  her  eyes  cast 
down,  and  her  bow  very  shy.  At  first  there  was  a 
breathless  stillness,  then  a  whisper  ran  from  mouth  to 
mouth,  which  died  away  when  the  young  girl  touched 
the  keys.  Elizabeth's  fear  and  embarrassment  also 
vanished  at  the  first  chord.  She  was  no  longer  alone. 
He  was  with  her,  holding  whose  hands  she  had  count- 
less times  wandered  over  sunny  fields  and  on  the  edge 
of  dark  precipices,  through  storm  and  sunshine ;  who 
had  awakened  sweet  presentiments  in  her,  and  com- 
bined all  the  holy  and  ennobling  emotions  of  her 
heart  in  endless  harmony ;  he  who  was  as  dear  and 
familiar  to  her  as  the  face  of  her  mother,  though  she 
must  shyly  hide  her  face  before  the  fiery  halo  that 
burned  about  his  head.    The  coiffures  of  the  ladies 
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along  the  walls,  the  lorgnettes  and  monocles  which, 
sparkling  in  the  sun,  relentlessly  darted  their  lightning 
toward  the  solitary  player  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
all  vanished.  She  was  alone  with  the  great  master  of 
harmony,  and  followed  with  delight  every  turn  of  his 
creative  spirit.  A  perfect  storm  of  applause  startled 
her  when  she  had  finished.  She  bowed,  and  flew  to 
her  protectress,  Frau  Pels,  who,  speechless  with 
emotion,  extended  both  hands  to  meet  her. 

The  concert  did  not  last  long.     Four  young  gentle* 

men  from  L sang  a  pretty  quartette,  then  followed 

the  performance  of  an  excellent  violinist ;  Fraulein  von 
Quittelsdorf,  too,  sang  two  songs  with  a  pretty  voice, 
but  no  ear,  so  that  at  every  high  note  the  company 
involuntarily  and  anxiously  moved  about  in  their 
chairs  or  looked  at  the  floor  in  embarrassment.  One 
of  the  long-prepared  arrangements  for  four  hands, 
too,  came  in  due  order.  Fraulein  von  Walde  had 
regained  her  composure,  and  played  admirably  with 
Elizabeth. 

When  the  concert  came  to  an  end  Elizabeth  went 
into  an  adjoining  room  to  fetch  her  wrap.  Almost  at 
her  heels  followed  an  old  gentleman,  who  had  been 
sitting  opposite  her  and  watching  her  with  great  at- 
tention. The  doctor's  wife,  who  had  accompanied 
Elizabeth,  introduced  him,  at  his  request,  as  Military 
Inspector-General  Busch.  He  said  many  agreeable 
things  about  her  music,  and  added  that  he  was  greatly 
interested  in  meeting  the  daring  rescuer  of  the  hero  of 
the  day,  and  had  availed  himself  of  to-day's  opportunity 
the  more  eagerly  because  a  few  hours  since  he  had 
been  deprived  of  the  hope  of  having  to  officiate  with 
her  in  the  investigation  of  the  attempted  assassination. 
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Elizabeth  started  in  alarm.  He  laughed  loudly  and 
heartily. 

"  Now,  now,  do  not  be  horrified  after  the  battle,  my 
Fraulein,"  he  cried  at  last.  "  We  have,  as  I  said  before, 
unfortunately  no  further  cause  to  call  him  before  the 
court.  Linke  has  disposed  of  the  matter  by  a  single 
leap.  His  corpse  was  found  this  afternoon  in  the  stream 
near  Lindhof,"  he  added,  lowering  his  voice.  "  They 
brought  me  the  information  in  the  hotel  where  I  had 
been  staying.  I  went  with  the  Waldheim  physician, 
who  happened  to  be  in  the  waiting-room,  to  the  scene 
of  the  crime,  and  convinced  myself  that  that  hand  will 
never  again  be  raised  against  the  life  of  another.  The 
state  of  the  corpse  shows  that  Linke  sought  his  death 
immediately  after  the  failure  of  his  attempt." 

Elizabeth  shuddered.  "  Does  Herr  von  Walde  know 
this  fearful  ending?"  she  asked  in  a  trembling  voice. 

"  No,  I  have  had  no  opportunity  of  speaking  to  him 
alone." 

"  No  one  of  all  the  company  seems  to  have  an  ink- 
ling of  what  happened  yesterday,"  said  Frau  Fels. 

"  Fortunately  not,  thanks  to  our  prudence  and 
silence,"  replied  the  director  ironically.  "  Poor  Herr 
von  Walde  has  scarcely  survived  the  storm  of  congrat- 
ulations as  it  is.  Woe  to  him  if  the  occasion  for 
congratulating  him  upon  his  existence  had  been  a 
double  one." 

Lorenz,  the  steward,  approached  the  group,  and 
offered  Elizabeth  a  little  silver  plate,  upon  which  lay 
several  rolls  of  paper.  When  the  young  girl  looked  at 
him  in  surprise,  he  said  respectfully :  "  Please  be  so 
kind  as  to  take  a  paper." 

Elizabeth  hesitated. 
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"  It  will  be  some  jest,"  said  the  doctor's  wife.  "  Take 
it  quickly,  and  do  not  delay  the  steward." 

Almost  mechanically  the  young  girl  took  one  of  the 
rolls,  but  started  in  alarm  when  the  baroness  sud- 
denly appeared  at  the  door  and  cast  an  inquiring 
glance  into  the  room. 

"  Well,"  she  said  quickly,  striding  up  to  the  old  serv- 
ant, "  what  are  you  doing  here,  Lorenz  ?  You  might 
know  that  Frau  Fels  will  scarcely  decide  to  accept  the 
escort  of  any  one  save  her  husband." 

"  I  offered  the  waiter  to  Fraulein  Ferber,  gracious 
lady,"  replied  the  old  man. 

The  baroness  darted  a  furious  glance  at  him,  and 
then  surveyed  Elizabeth  from  head  to  foot  in  one  pro- 
longed stare.  "  So,  Fraulein  Ferber,  you  still  here !  I 
supposed  you  were  long  since  at  home,  resting  upon 
your  laurels." 

Without  awaiting  a  reply  she  retreated,  shaking  her 
head  reprovingly  at  the  troubled  old  butler,  and 
shrugging  her  shoulders. 

"You  were  most  absent-minded  again,  Lorenz,  a 
weakness  which  of  late  makes  itself  felt  very  frequently 
and  disagreeably." 

With  these  words  she  rustled  out,  and  the  old  man 
followed  her  noiselessly.  He  replied  not  a  syllable  to 
her  malicious  reproof,  but  a  faint  blush  spread  over  his 
pale  face,  and  his  bushy  white  brows  contracted  until 
the  good-natured  eyes  almost  vanished. 

The  three  who  were  left  behind  stood  staring  at  one 
another  in  speechless  amazement,  when  the  doctor 
entered. 

He  made  a  profound,  comical  bow  before  his  wife, 
and  said  solemnly : 
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"  Since  Eraulein  von  Quittlesdorf  has  just  had  the 
goodness  to  unite  us  anew,  as  the  priest  did  fifteen 
years  ago,  I  am  willing  to  continue  to  bow  beneath 
the  gentle  yoke  of  matrimony  further,  and  this  day  at 
your  side,  my  faithful  spouse,  enjoy  the  pleasures  of 
the  occasion,  nourished  and  cherished  by  your  gentle 
hand." 

"  What  are  you  talking  about,  dear  husband  ?"  cried 
the  doctor's  wife,  laughing  and  amazed. 

"  Oh,  pardon  !  that  is  no  notion  of  mine.  I  see  you 
did  not  hear  the  address  which  Fraulein  von  Quittels- 
dorf  delivered  to  us  more  favored  mortals.  What  a 
pity  !  I  am,  therefore,  obliged  herewith  to  communi- 
cate to  you  that  every  married  couple,  whether  upon 
war-footing  or  terms  of  friendship,  is  to  betake  itself 
within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  peaceably  to  the  nun's 
tower.  There  it  becomes  your  duty  to  wait  upon  me, 
giving  me  as  much  to  eat  and  drink  as  my  heart  may 
desire,  and  to  care  generally  for  my  welfare  as  the 
famous  Penelope  did.  But  in  order  that  the  wifeless 
men,  who  are  the  majority  here,  may  not  be  too  ill  off, 
i.  e.,  if  they  hold  it  an  advantage  to  be  fed,  a  sort  of 
lottery  has  been  arranged  for  their  benefit.  Every 
unmarried  lady  draws  a  roll  with  the  name  of  an 
unmarried  gentleman  upon  it,  and  it  is  left  to  the  care 
of  Fortuna  and  Amor,  to  unite  two  tender  hearts  or 
knavishly  separate  them." 

Elizabeth  was  put  into  a  state  of  indescribable  excite- 
ment by  this  information  ;  she  had  not  further  reflected 
upon  the  question  whether  other  festivities  would  be 
united  with  the  concert.  It  now  became  clear  to  her 
why  the  baroness  had  so  especially  emphasized  in  yester- 
day's conversation  Elizabeth's  return  home   immedi- 


222  GOLD  ELSIE. 

ately  after  the  concert.  Her  cheeks  glowed  with 
mortification,  for  by  accepting  the  scrap  of  paper  which 
the  steward  had  offered  her  by  mistake,  and  which  now 
burned  like  a  hot  coal  in  her  hand,  she  had  made  herself 
seem  most  intrusive.  Quickly  deciding,  she  hastily 
entered  the  salon,  where  the  opening  of  the  fateful  rolls 
was  going  on  amid  the  laughter  and  bows  of  the  ladies 
and  gentlemen. 

"  What  a  senseless  idea  this  is  of  Fraulein  Quittels- 
dorfs,"  said  an  actuary  of  noble  descent  to  his  neighbor 
just  as  Elizabeth  passed  him.  "  Now  I  have  got  the 
fat,  pious  Lehr  fastened  upon  me.     Fi  done  /" 

The  young  girl  did  not  need  to  seek  the  baroness 
long ;  she  was  standing,  somewhat  isolated,  in  a 
window-niche.  Fraulein  von  Quittelsdorf,  the  first 
lady-in-waiting,  and  Helene  were  standing  beside  her 
in  vigorous,  but  as  it  seemed,  not  very  agreeable  con- 
versation. The  first  lady-in-waiting  was  talking  sharply 
to  Fraulein  von  Quittelsdorf,  who  shrugged  her 
shoulders  again  and  again  rather  hopelessly.  Upon 
Baroness  Lessen's  face  the  profoundest  vexation  was 
depicted.  There  was  no  need  of  the  two  red  spots  this 
time  to  show  that  she  was  angry.  Not  far  from  the 
group  stood  Herr  von  Walde,  leaning  upon  a  pillar,  his 
arms  folded.  He  seemed  to  be  only  half  listening  to 
the  old  escort  of  the  first  lady-in-waiting,  who  was 
standing  near  him  ;  Herr  von  Walde's  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  the  gesticulating  group  of  ladies. 

Elizabeth  walked  quickly  to  the  baroness.  She  could 
not  refrain  from  observing  how,  at  sight  of  her,  Frau- 
lein von  Quittelsdorf  gave  the  lady-in-waiting  a  slight 
push,  and  how  the  latter  turned  and  darted  a  hostile 
look  at  her.     She  perceived  that  she  must  have  been 
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the  subject  of  discussion,  and  hastened  her  steps  in 
order  to  dispose  as  speedily  as  possible  of  the  wretched 
suspicion. 

"  Gracious  lady,"  she  said,  bowing  slightly  to  the 
baroness,  "  I  have,  without  knowing  what  I  was  doing 
and  in  consequence  of  a  misunderstanding,  taken  this 
paper,  and  I  have  only  just  now  learned  that  there  is 
an  obligation  connected  with  it  which  1  cannot  take 
upon  myself,  for  my  parents  expect  me." 

She  handed  the  baroness  the  little  roll,  who  seized  it 
instantly,  her  features  exhibiting  a  perfect  ray  of 
sudden  sunshine. 

"  I  think  you  are  mistaken,  Fraulein  Ferber,"  called 
Herr  von  Walde  suddenly,  in  his  quiet,  resonant  voice. 
"  You  must  first  excuse  yourself  to  the  gentleman  whose 
name  the  paper  contains.  It  depends  upon  him  whether 
or  not  he  will  excuse  you."  He  smiled  peculiarly,  and 
his  glance  flew  over  the  assembled  company,  already 
grouped  in  couplets  and  ready  for  the  departure.  Even 
the  old  cavalier  was  just  stepping  up  to  the  lady-in- 
waiting,  and  gallantly  offering  her  his  arm.  Herr  von 
Walde  continued,  as  he  slowly  drew  nearer  :  "  As  a 
host  who  cannot  permit  any  wrong  to  one  of  his 
guests,  I  must  beg  you,  my  Fraulein,  to  open  the 
paper." 

Elizabeth  obeyed  in  silence,  and  blushed  deeply  as 
she  handed  him  the  unfolded  paper.  He  glanced  at  the 
scrap.  "  Ah  !"  he  exclaimed,  "  I  see  I  have  defended 
my  own  rights !  You  will  admit,  Fraulein,  that  it  rests 
wholly  with  me  to  accept  your  excuse  or  not.  I  prefer 
the  latter,  and  beg  you  strictly  to  fulfill  your  obliga- 
tion which  this  little  piece  of  paper  imposes  upon  you." 
The  baroness  approached  him,  and   laid  her  hand 
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upon  his  arm.     It  looked  as  though  she  were  struggling 
to  suppress  her  tears. 

"  Pardon,  dear  Rudolph,"  she  said,  "  it  is  really  not 
my  fault !" 

"I  do  not  know  of  what  fault  you  speak,  dear 
Amalie,"  he  replied,  cold  as  ice,  "  but  you  have  chosen 
the  right  moment  if  you  seek  pardon,  for  at  this 
moment  I  could  pardon  much  evil  that  has  befallen 
me." 

He  took  the  hat  which  a  servant  offered  him,  ex- 
tended his  arm  to  Elizabeth,  and  gave  the  signal  for 
breaking  up. 

"But  my  parents,"  said  Elizabeth. 

"  Are  they  ill,  or  about  to  start  upon  a  journey 
instantly  ?"  he  asked,  pausing. 

"  No,  neither." 

"Then  let  me  take  care  that  they  learn  the  reason 
of  your  absence." 

He  called  one  of  the  servants,  and  sent  him  at  once 
to  Gnadeck. 

While  the  company  was  thinning  out,  the  group  in 
the  window-niche  remained,  and  was  joined  by  the 
old  cavalier  and  by  von  Hollfeld,  wearing  a  most 
exasperated  expression. 

"  It  is  just  what  you  deserve,  Cornelia,"  grumbled 
the  first  lady  in-waiting. 

"  You  have  disgraced  yourself  once  for  all,  to-day. 
What  a  brainless  idea  this  lottery  !  How  often  have 
I  protested  against  all  these  ridiculous  farces,  to  which, 
alas !  our  beloved  princess  too  often  lends  a  willing 
ear.  Now  the  poor  old  steward  has  to  bear  the  blame. 
But  why  did  3^011  not  give  him  exact  directions? 
You  count  yourself  a  courtier 2wr  excellence  and  do  not 
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even  know  that  people  of  this  sort  must  never  have 
their  own  thoughts.  I  am  delighted  for  you  to  have 
the  lesson,  if  only  poor  Walde  were  not  the  unfortu- 
nate victim  of  your  thoughtlessness.  There  he  has 
that  little  blond  goose  on  his  arm,  he  who,  in  his  aris- 
tocratic pride,  has  countless  times  been  guilty  of  the 
fault  of  not  seeing  that  ladies  of  very  high  degree 
wished  for  his  escort.  How  must  he  feel  to  have  this 
little  music-teacher,  the  daughter  of  a  forester's  clerk  !" 

"Why  does  he  sacrifice  himself  so  willingly?" 
responded  Friiulein  von  Quittelsdorf.  "  It  was  quite 
unnecessary  for  him  to  mix  himself  in  the  matter.  The 
child  was  about  to  go.  No,  there  he  must  come  for- 
ward, the  knight  sans  peur  et  sans  rejiroche,  and  take 
up  the  burden  voluntarily." 

"  "Well,  the  burden  is  dazzlingly  beautiful,"  chuckled 
the  old  cavalier,  with  a  frivolous  laugh. 

"What  can  you  be  thinking  of,  count?  That  is 
another  observation  quite  worthy  of  you,  with  your 
raptures  over  every  round  peasant-face.  However,  I 
cannot  deny  that  the  little  thing  is  pretty.  Was  not 
Rosa  von  Bergen  an  angel  of  beauty  ?  Hundreds  of 
men  have  gone  on  their  knees  to  her,  but  Walde,  for 
whom  she  had  a  fancy,  passed  like  a  glacier.  No,  for 
female  beauty  and  amiability  he  has  no  appreciation. 
I  have  long  stricken  him  from  the  list  of  marriageable 
men  for  my  protegees.  Why  he  should  generously 
sacrifice  himself  to-day,  he  said  very  clearly.  He  is 
pleased  at  the  great  sympathy  and  attention  shown 
him  and  seeing  every  one  so  happy,  including  the 
little  girl,  who  really  played  very  nicely.  I  would 
advise  you,  dear  Lessen,  on  all  such  occasions  not  to 
rely  too  implicitly  in  future  upon  the  tact  and  talents 
of  our  Quittelsdorf." 
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The  young  lady-in-waiting  bit  her  lip  and  threw  her 
lace  shawl  hastily  about  her.  The  wagon  was  just 
driving  up  which  was  to  convey  the  first  lady-in-wait- 
ing, with  Helene,  the  baroness,  and  the  count  to  the 
scene  of  the  further  festivities. 

"  The  old  cat,"  cried  Fraulein  von  Quittelsdorf,  after 
she  had  helped  the  first  lady-in-waiting  into  the  wagon 
and  cared  for  her  comfort.  "  She  is  furious  that  we 
did  not  ask  her  advice  in  making  the  arrangement. 
Did  not  you  see,  Hollfeld,  her  excellency's  false  hair' 
nearly  fell  over  her  nose  when  she  wagged  her  head  so 
wickedly  ?  I  should  have  laughed  for  a  fortnight  if 
her  bald  head  had  suddenly  come  to  view  under  her 
flower-garden  of  a  bonnet." 

She  shook  with  laughter  at  the  mere  thought.  Her 
companion  strode  forward  without  a  word,  as  if  he  had 
heard  nothing  of  her  endless  chatter.  There  was  a 
conspicuous  haste  and  unrest  pervading  his  whole  being. 
He  evidently  had  some  urgent  desire  to  overtake,  as 
speedily  as  possible,  the  company  which  had  gone  in 
advance.  His  eyes  were  strained  after  them,  and  he 
peered  in  all  directions  into  the  woods.  But  if  the 
shimmer  of  a  white  dress  appeared  in  the  distance,  he 
paused  a  moment -to  look  at  it. 

"  You  are  too  tedious,  Hollfeld,  mortally  tedious !" 
cried  the  lady-in-waiting,  with  vexation.  "  You  have 
the  privilege,  it  is  true,  of  being  dumb  as  a  fish  and 
still  having  people  think  you  a  man  of  mind.  But 
where  I  am  to  find  your  mind  at  this  moment,  I  am 
sure  I  do  not  know.  Why,  in  heaven's  name,  are  you 
racing  so  %  And  do  consider,  I  beg  you,  my  new  crepe 
dress,  that  is  constantly  catching  on  the  bushes  that 
you  keep  pulling  me  past  like  a  poor  victim  to  the 
sacrifice." 
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The  so-called  nun's  tower,  the  only  remnant  of  an 
ancient  convent,  lay  buried  deep  in  a  forest  of  oaks 
and  beeches,  within  the  range  of  forest  that  belonged 
to  the  Lindhof  estate  and  stretched  away  miles  to  the 
eastward. 

A  Fraulein  von  Gnadewitz,  a  sister  of  the  ancestor 
who  was  broken  upon  the  wheel,  had  built  the  convent 
to  pray,  with  twelve  others,  for  the  saving  of  the  soul 
of  the  man  who  had  died  so  shamefully.  For  many 
years  the  mighty  boughs  of  the  oaks  had  been  knock- 
ing at  the  windows  of  the  cells  and  bending  over  the 
walls  of  the  narrow  garden.  They  had  seen  many  a 
fresh  young  child  of  the  human  race  stride  hastily  up 
the  steep  and  narrow  forest-path,  ringing  in  feverish 
haste  the  shrill  little  bell  at  the  portals,  as  though  she 
could  not  wait  one  moment  before  obtaining  the  peace 
promised  within.  They  had  seen  how,  behind  the 
bolts  that  were  never  to  be  drawn,  the  silent  lips  of 
the  nun  grew  pale,  her  Wax-pale  fingers  convulsively 
clutched  the  crucifix,  her  knees,  sore  with  kneeling, 
sank  ever  afresh  upon  the  stone  floors,  while  her  eyes 
wandered  anxiously  upon  the  ground — for  the  bright 
blue  sky  that  rose  without  above  the  happy  daughters 
of  the  world  awoke  joyous  recollections,  and  breathed 
love  of  life  and  happy  longing  into  the  breast  that  was 
forever  entombed  in  the  hair-cloth  garb  of  the  order. 

The  Reformation,  which  knocked  down  the  cloisters, 
like  card-houses,  had  penetrated  into  the  silent  forest, 
and  touched  with  its  mighty  finger  the  walls  of  the 
grim  house  which,  to  atone  for  crime  and  misery,  ever 
enclosed  new  wretchedness,  according  to  the  curse  that 
rested  upon  its  foundation.  And,  behold !  even  that 
mock-life  fled  to  all  the   winds  of  heaven ;  one  stone 
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after  another  rolled  clown  to  the  foot  of  the  ancient 
oak-trunks,  whose  tops  had  often  beaten  against  it  in 
its  lofty  place  as  daintily  carved  window-arch,  or 
stately  member  of  the  wall.  And  year  after  year  the 
oaks  cast  their  leaves  upon  it  until  it  sank,  buried  more 
softly  than  the  nuns  below,  who,  according  to  the 
tradition,  slept  in  one  common  vault. 

The  tower  rose  squat  and  shapeless  into  the  air.  On 
the  flat  roof,  which  was  surrounded  by  a  stone  gallery, 
the  stair  ended  in  a  narrow  four-cornered  room  closed 
by  a  heavy  oaken  door.     From  the  flat  roof  there  was 

a  charming  view  across  to  L ,  and  to  this  fact  the 

tower  owed  an  existence  prolonged  by  the  repairing 
hand  of  man.  Mighty  iron  trusses  clamped  the 
corners  and  countless  veins  of  modern  mortar  mean- 
dered through  the  blackened  masonry,  so  that,  from  a 
distance,  the  ancient  edifice  looked  like  a  monstrous 
agate. 

But  for  to-day  the  old  fellow  had  dressed  himself 
out  like  a  lad  going  awooing.  Four  huge  firs  he  had 
stuck  in  his  old  hat,  and  from  them  fluttered  flags. 
He  who  had  always  carried  on  a  neighborly  conversa- 
tion day  and  night  with  his  ancient  comrades,  the  oaks, 
but  had  never  departed  one  hair's-breadth  from  his 
dignified  standpoint  to  approach  them,  stretched  this 
day  green  arms  to  clutch  them  boldly  by  their 
reverend  heads.  Long  garlands  had  been  fastened  to 
the  walls  at  one  end  and  the  boughs  of  the  trees  at 
the  other.  A  long  white  handkerchief  hung  from  the 
pocket  of  the  rejuvenated  coxcomb.  The  two  free 
ends  of  a  canvas  awning  were  tightly  fastened  to  pine 
trunks,  decked  out  with  garlands.  It  sheltered  some 
kegs,  a  battery  of  dusty,  red-sealed  bottles,  countless 


GOLD  ELSIfi.  229 

bottles  with  silver  heads  in  ice-tubs,  and  a  pretty  girl 
in  the  dress  of  a  vivandiere. 

Elizabeth,  silently  and  passively  leaning  upon  Herr 
von  Walde's  arm,  had  left  the  salon.  Despite  her  con- 
v 'lotion  that  she  ought  to  go  home,  she  had  not  found 
lie  courage  to  contradict  him  and  adhere  to  her  reso- 
lution. He  had  spoken  in  so  imperative  a  tone,  and, 
what  most  influenced  her,  had  entered  the  lists  for 
her,  evidently  desiring  to  help  her  out  of  her  embar- 
rassment, that  any  contradiction  must  have  seemed  to 
him  like  defiance,  and  any  objection  must  have  in- 
creased the  attention  of  which  she  had  become  the 
object. 

Behind  her  the  silk  dresses  of  the  ladies  rustled 
against  the  walls  of  the  corridor.  Laughing  and 
chattering  the  multitude  of  guests,  in  a  long  proces- 
sion, followed  Herr  von  Walde  as  far  as  the  main 
portal.  Then  it  scattered  in  all  directions  among  the 
various  forest-paths  that  led  to  the  nun's  tower.  Many 
who  needed  to  show  their  dresses  especial  considera- 
tion remained  upon  the  broad,  well-cared-for  carriage- 
road.  Herr  von  Walde  could  surely  have  no  idea 
that  his  companion  regarded  her  mull  dress,  washed 
and  ironed  by  herself,  wTith  quite  as  anxious  eyes  as 
the  others  their  costly  toilets,  or  he  would  not  have 
led  her  along  the  narrow,  little-used  paths  which  he 
suddenly  entered. 

"  It  is  usually  damp  here,"  said  Elizabeth  timidly, 
breaking  the  silence,  for  not  a  word  had  passed  be- 
tween them.  Her  feet  almost  refused  to  go  forward  ; 
longed  to  turn,  and  flee  with  her.  But  perhaps  she 
was  not,  after  all,  thinking  at  that  moment  of  her  thin 
soles  and  perishable  dress,  but  saw  the  narrow,  leafy 
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path  before  them  which  she  must  traverse  alone  at  his 
side  ;  perhaps  she  heard,  with  her  mental  ear,  the 
suddenly  harsh,  impatient,  imperious  voice  that  always 
came  when  they  were  alone. 

"  It  has  not  rained  ;  see  how  parched  the  ground  is," 
he  replied  quietly,  going  forward  and  breaking  off  a 
twig  that  threatened  Elizabeth's  face.  "  We  shall  get 
there  more  quickly  through  this  path,  and  have  the 
advantage  of  escaping  for  half  an  hour  from  the  clat- 
ter that  my  relatives  have  called  about  my  ears  for 
the  celebration  of  my  thirty-seventh  birthday.  Or 
are  you  afraid  of  meeting  Linke  in  this  narrow 
alley  ?" 

Elizabeth  shuddered  ;  she  thought  of  the  criminal's 
despairing  end,  but  could  not  bring  herself  to  tell  Herr 
von  Walde  of  it. 

"  I  am  no  longer  afraid  of  him,"  she  said  gravely. 

"  He  has  certainly  left  the  neighborhood,  and  if  not, 
will  surely  not  be  so  impolite  as  to  spoil  the  pleasure 
of  all  the  people  who  are  about  to  be  rewarded  for  the 
trouble  of  congratulating  me  by  having  leave  to  amuse 
themselves.  Apropos,  you  cannot  have  failed  to  see 
that  every  member  of  the  company  has  bestowed  a 
moment's  especial  attention  upon  me  in  the  course  of 
the  day.  Not  even  the  youngest  goose  in  white  muslin 
has  failed  to  make  me  her  courtesy,  and  stammer  the 
congratulations  learned  by  heart  for  the  purpose.  You 
do  not  find  me  too  old  for  you  to  wish  me  a  longer 
life?" 

"  1  think  one  may  harbor  the  wish  for  youth  and 
vigorous  manhood  as  well  as  for  the  aged,  since  the 
former  as  little  as  the  latter  have  a  monopoly  of 
longevity." 
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"  Then  why  did  you  not  come  to  me  ?  Yesterday 
you  saved  my  life,  and  to-day  it  is  so  indifferent  to  you 
that  you  do  not  even  open  your  lips  to  say,  '  God  guard 
it  further.' " 

"You  said  yourself,  a  little  while  ago,  'Every 
member  of  the  company.'  I  do  not  belong  to  the 
company,  and  I  could  not  thrust  myself  among  the 
congratulating  guests."  She  spoke  hastily,  for  there 
was  a  roll  of  distant  thunder  in  his  voice  already, 
and  he  moved  impatiently  the  arm  in  which  her  hand 
rested. 

"  But  you  were  invited " 

"  To  amuse  the  guests " 

"  Was  this  modest  view  the  sole  consideration  which 
kept  you  from  coming  to  me  ?" 

"  Yes ;  my  refusal  was  not  in  the  least  for  the  gentle- 
man, whose  name  I  did  not  know." 

"  Of  that  you  cannot  persuade  me.  You  must  have 
seen  at  the  first  glance,  that  all  the  gentlemen  except 
myself  were  told  off.  You  knew  that  my  sister  had 
requested  Hollfeld's  escort  in  advance,  without  drawing 
a  paper,  because  she  can  walk  most  securely  with  his 
help.     Confess !" 

"I  saw  and  knew  nothing.  I  was  far  too  excited 
when  1  entered  the  salon  to  return  the  paper.  For  only 
yesterday  they  had  told  me  the  hour  very  exactly  at 
which  I  should  be  permitted  to  go  home.  I  had  not 
reflected  that  other  festivities  might  follow  the  concert. 
But  with  the  acceptance  of  the  little  paper  roll  I  was 
guilty  of  an  act  of  thoughtlessness  for  which  I  shall 
never  forgive  myself." 

He  stopped  short. 

"  Look  at  me,"  he  commanded. 
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She  raised  her  eyes,  and  though  she  felt  a  hot  blush 
mounting  to  her  face,  she  nevertheless  met  his  gaze 
which  rested  upon  her,  flashing  at  first,  and  then  melt- 
ing to  indescribable  gentleness. 

"  No,  no,"  he  whispered  gently,  as  if  to  himself.  "It 
would  be  a  sin  to  think  of  that  disgusting  vice — false- 
hood— here.  Yes,  a  double  one,"  he  continued  in  a 
wholly  different,  sarcastic  tone.  It  sounded  almost  as 
if  he  wished  to  sneer  away  the  momentary  gentleness. 
"Was  I  not  myself  an  involuntary  witness  of  your 
statement  that  '  it  takes  more  courage  to  utter  a  lie 
outright  than  to  confess  a  fault  V  " 

"  That  is  my  conviction  ;  I  repeat  it." 

"  Ah,  there  is  something  lofty  in  firmness  of  charac- 
ter !  But  I  think  when  one  is  too  truthful  to  stain  his 
lips  with  a  falsehood,  one  must  not  let  one's  eye 
deceive.  Yet  I  know  one  moment  in  your  life  when 
you  showed  yourself  otherwise  than  you  really 
thought." 

The  young  girl,  offended,  withdrew  her  hand  from 
his  arm. 

"  Oh,  no,  you  do  not  escape  me  so  cheaply,"  he 
exclaimed,  holding  her  fast.  "  You  must  confirm  or 
disprove  now.  You  seemed  indifferent  the  other  day 
when  I  threw  away  my  cousin's  tender  memento,  the 
rose." 

"  Should  I  have  sprung  after  it  ?" 

"  Surely,  if  you  had  been  upright." 

Elizabeth  knew  now  why  he  had  chosen  the  lonely 
wood-path.  She  was  to  be  made  to  confess  what  she 
thought  of  Hollfeld.  She  had  been  right  in  her 
suspicion  that  Herr  von  Walde  was  much  troubled  lest 
she  should  value  too  highly  the  homage  of  his  cousin, 


GOLD  ELSIE.  233 

and  perhaps  think  he  had  forgotten  her  mere  plebeian 
rank.  The  moment  had  come  for  her  to  speak  her 
mind.  She  rapidly  freed  her  arm  from  his,  and  took 
one  step  aside. 

*'  I  must  admit  to  you,"  she  said,  "  that  if  I  was  out- 
wardly indifferent  at  that  moment,  my  appearance 
was  not  in  harmony  with  my  feeling." 

"  See  there !"  he  cried,  but  his  tone  was  anything 
rather  than  triumphant. 

"  I  was  incensed." 

"  At  me  ?" 

"  At  Herr  von  Hollfeld's  intrusion." 

"  He  had  startled  you,  it  is  true." 

"  No,  insulted.  How  dared  he  thrust  himself  upon 
me  in  that  way  ?     I  abhor  him." 

She  had  been  correct  in  her  supposition.  But  that 
Herr  von  Walde  would  attach  such  extraordinary 
importance  to  her  words  she  had  not  foreseen.  A 
weight  seemed  lifted  from  his  heart.  Was  not  pure 
exultation  in  his  eyes,  where  a  moment  before  a  mix- 
ture of  distrust,  contempt  and  bitterness  had  been 
glaring  at  her?  He  breathed  deeply,  and  stretched 
his  arms  out  suddenly.  Elizabeth  looked  about  her  to 
find  the  unknown  something  which  his  glowing  eyes 
were  seeking  in  the  air.  She  could  discover  nothing, 
but  she  felt  a  violent  trembling  of  the  hand  with  which 
he  took  her  own  to  replace  it  upon  his  arm.  They 
walked  forward  some  time  before  he  spoke  again. 

"  We  are  wholly  alone  for  a  moment,"  he  said 
gently.  "  See,  except  the  blue  eye  of  heaven  looking 
down  upon  us,  none  of  the  faces  of  the  company  thrust 
themselves  between  us.  I  cannot  and  will  not  bo 
deprived  of  your  birthday  greeting.  Say  it  now,  while 
no  one  hears,  save  myself  alone." 
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She  was  silent  and  embarrassed. 

-"  Don't  you  know  how  ?"  he  persisted. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  she  replied,  and  a  roguish  smile  twin- 
kled about  the  corners  of  her  lips.  "  I  have  practice 
enough,  my  parents,  uncle,  Ernst " 

"  Each  has  a  birthday,"  he  finished  for  her,  with  a 
smile.  "  But  you  cannot  take  it  ill  if  I  wish  my  greet- 
ing especially  for  myself,  and  require  it  to  sound 
quite  differently  from  all  you  have  hitherto  bestowed. 
For  I  am  neither  your  father  nor  the  brusque  forester  ; 
least  of  all  can  I  claim  the  place  of  the  small  brother 
with  whom  you  play.     Now  speak." 

She  was  silent  again  ;  what  should  she  say  ?  She  had 
long  cast  her  eyes  upon  the  ground,  for  she  could  not 
endure  the  look  he  fixed  upon  her,  that  penetrated  so 
into  her  soul,  with  its  expression  of  anxious  expectation 
and  disquiet. 

"  Come  !"  he  cried  roughly,  after  he  had  waited  a 
moment  for  some  sound  from  her  lips.  "  It  was  a 
foolish  demand  of  mine.  I  know  your  mouth,  that  is 
always  ready  with  friendly  words  for  others,  is  either 
silent  or  busy  with  stern  reproof  for  me." 

She  was  silent,  and  stopped  involuntarily. 

"  You  wish  to  ?"  he  inquired,  more  gently.  "  It  will 
not  come,"  he  continued,  shaking  his  head,  as  she  still 
did  not  speak,  but  looked  a'  him  pleadingly.  "  Well, 
then,  I  have  a  proposition  to  make.  I  will  say  the 
greeting  about  as  I  should  like  to  hear  it  from  your 
lips,  but  I  make  the  condition  that  you  repeat  it  word 
for  word  after  mo." 

The  smile  reappeared  upon  Elizabeth's  lips,  and  she 
nodded  assent. 

"First  you  take  your — your — friend's  hand,"    he 
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began,  and  took  her  hand  in  his.  She  trembled,  but 
did  not  withdraw  it.  "  And  you  say  :  '  You  have 
hitherto  been  a  poor,  unhappy  wanderer.  It  was  high 
time  for  the  clouds  to  part,  and  the  pure  ray  appear 
which  has  transformed  your  whole  existence.  It  is 
my  own  earnest  wish  that  it  may  never  again  leave 
you.     Here  is  my  hand  as  pledge  of  an  unutterable 
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Thus  far  she  had  repeated  exactly  this  most  extraor- 
dinary birthday  wish.  But  at  the  last  sentence  she 
drew  back  surprised,  and  hesitated.  He,  however, 
seized  her  hand,  and  urged,  "  Go  on,  go  on." 

"  Here  is  my — "  she  began,  at  last. 

"  This  is  nice,  Herr  von  Walde,"  cried  Cornelia's 
voice  suddenly,  "that  we  meet  here.  In  this  way  I 
shall  enjoy  the  triumph  of  being  received  at  your  side 
with  music." 

Never  in  her  life  had  Elizabeth  seen  so  terrible  a 
change  in  a  human  face  as  that  which  took  place  in 
Herr  von  Walde's  features.  A  strong  blue  vein  pro- 
truded in  his  brow  ;  his  eye  flashed,  and  his  nostrils 
distended.  He  stamped  with  his  foot  upon  the  ground, 
and  it  looked  as  though  he  had  the  greatest  desire  to 
hurl  back  whence  she  came  the  intruder  who  was 
now  working  her  way  through  the  bushes,  her  crepe 
dress  lifted  high  about  her.  He  did  not  succeed  so 
quickly  as  usual  in  mastering  his  emotion — perhaps 
he  did  not  wish  to  do  so,  for  his  brows  contracted  still 
more  grimly  as  Hollfeld  made  his  appearance  behind 
the  lady.  At  sight  of  him  Herr  von  Walde  grasped 
Elizabeth's  arm  passionately,  and  pressed  her  closely 
to  his  side,  as  though  she  were  about  to  be  torn  from 
him. 
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"  How  you  do  look,  Herr  von  Walde !"  cried  Fraulein 
von  Quittelsdorf,  springing  into  the  middle  of  the 
path.  "  You  make  such  a  face  at  us  as  though  we 
were  bandits,  with  ill  intentions  upon  your  life,  or  at 
least  upon  your  precious  possessions." 

Without  replying  to  these  ejaculations  he  turned 
to  his  cousin,  and  asked  brusquely  :  "  Where  is 
Helene  V 

"  She  suddenly  began  to  fear  the  long,  uneven  road," 
replied  von  Hollfeld,  "  and  preferred  to  ride." 

"  I  think  you  will  not  leave  old  Count  von  Wilde- 
nau  to  help  Helene  out  of  the  wagon.  I  do  not  under- 
stand how  you,  a  faithful  knight,  could  leave  the  main 
road.  A  few  quick  paces  will  make  good  your  omis- 
sion. I  will  not  detain  you,"  said  Herr  von  Walde,  in 
a  cutting  tone,  while  a  sarcastic  smile  played  about  his 
lips.  He  stepped  aside  with  Elizabeth,  to  let  the 
couple  pass. 

"  Why  did  you  leave  the  main  road,  if  I  may  ask  ?" 
inquired  Fraulein  von  Quittelsdorf,  piqued  and  imperti- 
nent. She  was  much  more  like  a  pert  chambermaid 
than  a  maid  of,  honor. 

"  1  will  tell  you.  It  was  because  I  hoped  here  to 
escape  the  loquacity  of  certain  ladies,"  replied  Herr 
von  Walde. 

"  Ha !  how  rude !  Heaven  defend  us,  in  mercy, 
before  such  an  ill-tempered  birthday  child,"  cried  the 
lady-in-wTaiting,  shaking  her  head,  and  retreating  with  a 
comical  assumption  of  fright.  "  We  all  ought  to  have 
come  in  mourning,  with  lemons  in  our  hands  and  wry 
faces." 

She  took  von  Hollfeld's  arm  again,  and,  grumbling, 
pushed   him  forward.     But  it  looked   as  though  he, 
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perhaps  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  meant  to  defy  his 
cousin.  Slowly,  like  a  man  weary  of  life,  he  strode 
forward.  He  looked  elaborately  right  and  left  into  the 
underbrush,  as  though  every  squirrel  that  darted  past 
were  some  concern  of  his.  He  began  a  conversation 
with  his  companion.  Her  replies  seemed  to  be  of  the 
greatest  interest  to  him,  for  he  paused  several  times  in 
order  not  to  lose  a  word. 

Herr  von  Walde  muttered  something  between  his 
teeth.  Elizabeth  did  not  hear  what  he  said,  but  his 
hostile  glance  sent  after  his  cousin  showed  her  that  he 
was  enraged  beyond  measure  at  von  Hollfeld's 
behavior.  To  Elizabeth  he  said  not  another  word. 
Once  he  turned  his  head  slowly  toward  her,  and  she 
felt  that  his  eyes  rested  uninterruptedly  upon  her.  But 
it  was  impossible  for  her  to  raise  her  eyes  to  his.  Must 
he  not  have  seen  on  the  spot  that  her  whole  being  was 
in  a  state  of  turmoil  over  the  extraordinary  birthday 
greeting  which  he  had  whispered  to  her.  He  would 
have  guessed  at  a  glance  what  was  surging  and  beat- 
ing within  her,  and  might — she  could  not  bear  to 
think  the  thought  out  to  the  bitter  end — regret,  at 
eight  of  her  emotion,  an  act  which  he  perhaps  had 
meant  very  simply.  As  a  natural  consequence  of  this 
fear  the  girl's  eyes  sank  more  deeply  than  before  ;  and 
she  was  so  absorbed  that  she  did  not  hear  a  slight 
sigh  which  passed  her  companion's  lips,  while  the  firm- 
ness vanished  from  his  face,  and  gave  place  to  a  quiet 
melancholy.  A  faint  trumpet-tone,  that  soon  died 
away,  having  doubtless  given  expression  to  the  im- 
patience of  the  musicians,  who  were  waiting  upon  the 
gallery,  revealed  the  vicinity  of  the  place  of  festivities. 
There  was  soon  a  murmur  and  noise,  as  though  a  great 
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gypsy  camp  were  at  hand.  The  road  grew  broader, 
behind  the  next  shrubbery  a  motley  company  assem- 
bled, and  suddenly  a  loud  flourish  of  trumpets  and 
bugles  sounded  over  their  heads.  Elizabeth  availed 
herself  of  this  opportunity  to  slip  her  hand  from  her 
companion's  arm  and  mingle  among  the  company,  who 
formed  a  close  circle  about  the  master  of  the  castle, 
while  a  young  lady  dressed  as  a  dryad  surrounded  by 
four  forest-n}rmphs  greeted  him  in  limping  hexameters. 

"  "Well,  Walde  has  at  least  succeeded  in  shaking  off 
at  the  proper  moment  the  Dulcinea  forced  upon  him. 
I  do  not  see  the  little  thing,"  whispered  the  first  lady- 
in-waiting  to  Count  Wildenau,  who  was  sitting  with 
her  upon  a  bench  beneath  an  oak.  "  He  will  never, 
never  forgive  Baroness  Lessen  and  our  addle-pated 
Quittelsdorf  for  being  compelled  by  their  inane 
arrangement  to  play  the  part  of  knight  toward  that 
child  for  one  moment.  My  dear,"  she  said,  turning  to 
Helene,  who,  seated  at  her  right  hand,  was  looking  sor- 
rowfully among  the  company,  "  we  must  take  him  into 
our  midst  when  they  release  him  over  there,  and  do 
everything  to  make  him  forget  the  unpromising  begin- 
ning of  the  festivities." 

Helene  mechanically  nodded  assent.  She  had  evi- 
dently but  half  understood  what  the  old  lady  whispered 
to  her.  Her  small,  crippled  figure,  enveloped  in  heavy, 
pale-blue  silk,  was  leaning,  helpless  and  weary,  upon 
the  back  of  the  seat,  and  her  cheeks  were  whiter  than 
the  pond-lily  wreath  upon  her  brow. 

Elizabeth,  meanwhile,  had  found  Dr.  Fels  and  his 
wife  among  the  crowd.  The  latter  took  the  young 
girl  by  the  hand  at  once,  to  keep  them  from  being 
separated  farther. 
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"  Stay  until  they  begin  to  dance,"  she  said,  in  re- 
sponse to  Elizabeth's  suggestion  that  the  suitable 
moment  had  now  come  for  her  to  depart  unnoticed. 

"  I  do  not  wonder  that  you  wish  to  leave  the  com- 
pany as  speedily  as  possible,"  she  added,  laughing. 
"  "We  shall  not  stay  long  either.  I  have  no  peace  for 
thinking  of  my  small  people  at  home,  and  my  being 
here  at  all  is  a  heavy  sacrifice,  which  I  am  making  for 
the  sake  of  my  husband's  position.  Herr  von  Walde, 
upon  whom  the  lottery  has  bestowed  you  for  to-day, 
does  not  dance,  and  will  surely  release  you  when  the 
dance  begins,  I  think." 

Suddenly  the  tangle  of  guests  unraveled.  An  im- 
posing march  sounded  from  the  roof  of  the  tower,  and 
while  the  gentlemen  searched  for  shady  places,  the 
ladies  hastened  to  the  buffets  to  bring  the  best  the 
day  afforded  to  the  lords  of  creation  according  to 
Fraulein  von  Quittelsclorf's  decree. 

Herr  von  Walde  walked  slowly  about  the  place.  He 
had  his  hands  folded  behind  his  back,  and  was  talking 
to  District  Director  Busch. 

"  My  dear  Herr  von  Walde,  do  come  here  to  us," 
cried  the  first  lady-in-waiting,  stretching  her  hands 
appealingly  toward  him.  "  I  have  reserved  a  charm- 
ing place  for  you.  You  can  rest  here  upon  the  well- 
earned  laurels  bestowed  upon  you  to-day.  True,  the 
young  ladies  are  all  fettered  by  their  choice  in  the 
lottery,  but  our  beautiful  wood-nymphs  here  are  ready 
to  wreathe  }rour  glass  and  bring  from  the  buffets  what- 
ever your  heart  may  desire." 

"  Your  kindness  touches  me,  your  excellency,"  he 
replied,  "but  I  trust  that  Fraulein  Ferber  will  not 
leave  me  to  the  general  philanthropy  of  the  com- 
pany." 
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He  spoke  in  a  loud  tone,  and  turned  to  Elizabeth, 
who  was  standing  near  him.  She  had  heard  every 
word.  She  walked  at  once  to  him  and  took  her  place 
at  his  side,  as  quietly  and  firmly  as  though  she  had 
not  the  slightest  intention  of  abandoning  to  others 
any  part  of  her  obligation.  Something  like  a  joyful 
surprise  lit  up  his  face.  His  eyes  glowed  at  hers, 
which  she  raised  to  him  with  a  smile  undeterred  by 
her  surroundings.  He  seemed  wholly  to  have  forgot- 
ten that  the  first  lady-in-waiting  had  reserved  a  charm- 
ing place  for  him,  for,  with  a  slight  bow  to  her 
excellency,  and  a  nod  to  the  young  ladies  who  eagerly 
surrounded  him,  he  gave  Elizabeth  his  arm  and  led 
her  to  a  thick-trunked  oak,  beneath  whose  shade  Dr. 
Fels  and  his  wife  had  established  themselves. 

"  No,  no ;  this  revenge  is  going  a  little  too  far," 
exclaimed  the  first  lady-in-waiting  indignantly,  to 
Count  Wildenau  and  the  five  disconcerted  dryads. 
"  He  is  scoffing  at  the  whole  company  by  paying  such 
marked  attention  to  that  young  person.  I  am  begin- 
ning to  grow  vexed  at  him.  No  one  appreciates  better 
than  I  that  he  is  perfectly  justified  in  being  indignant, 
but  he  ought  not  to  go  so  far  as  to  forget  all  consider- 
ation for  the  other  guests,  who  are  perfectly  innocent 
of  blame  for  this  brainless  arrangement  of  the  Quit- 
telsdorf.  I'll  wager  the  little  goose  there  thinks  it's 
all  done  for  the  sake  of  her  pretty  eyes," 

All  the  ten  eyes  of  the  beautiful,  amiable  dryads 
cast,  a  tempo,  an  annihilating  glance  at  Elizabeth,  who 
at  that  moment  betook  herself  to  the  vivandiere' 's  tent 
and  promptly  thereafter  returned,  with  a  bottle  of 
champagne  and  four  glasses,  to  the  oak  where  Herr 
von  Walde,  the  doctor  and  his  wife  had  established 
themselves  in  peace  and  harmony  by  a  table. 
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"All  the  young  ladies  have  flower-gardens  upon 
their  heads,"  said  Frau  Fels ;  "  Friiulein  Ferber  alone 
goes  about  as  plain  as  Cinderella.  This  I  cannot  per- 
mit." She  drew  from  the  large  bouquet  which  she 
held  in  her  hand  two  roses,  which  she  proceeded  to 
place  in  Elizabeth's  hair. 

"  Wait,"  cried   Herr  von   Walde,  and  detained  her 
hand.     "  In  this  hair  let  us  see  no  flowers  save  orange 
blossoms." 

"But  those  are  only  suitable  for  the  betrothed," 
objected  the  doctor. 

"  That  is  my  reason,"  he  replied,  as  calmly  as  though 
what  he  said  was  a  matter  of  course.  He  filled  the 
glasses,  and  turned  to  Dr.  Fels. 

"  Join  me,  doctor,"  he  said.  "  I  drink  to  the  health 
of  my  rescuer,  Gold  Elsie,  of  Gnadeck  !" 

The  doctor  chuckled,  and  clinked  his  glass  vigor- 
ously. At  this  signal  an  army  of  gentlemen  ap- 
proached, with  their  glasses  in  their  hands. 

"  You  come  at  the  right  moment,  gentlemen,"  cried 
Herr  von  Walde  to  them.  "  Join  me  in  wishing  the 
fulfillment  of  my  dearest  wish." 

A  cheer  sounded  through  the  air,  and  the  glasses 
rang  merrily. 

"  Scandalous !"  expostulated  the  old  excellency,  let- 
ting her  fork,  with  a  juicy  piece  of  pickled  eel,  fall  into 
her  plate.  "They  are  acting  over  there  as  though 
this  were  a  students'  drinking-bout.  I  am  perfectly 
shocked  !  What  indecent  noise !  The  crowds  in  the 
streets  shout  much  more  respectfully  when  they  cheer 
our  gracious  prince.  Apropos,  my  love,"  she  said, 
turning  to  Helen e,  "I  notice,  with  great  surprise,  that 
your  brother  seems  to  be  treating  Dr.  Fels  quite 
familiarly." 
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"  He  esteems  him  highly,  as  a  thoroughly  upright 
man  of  considerable  attainments,"  replied  Helene. 

"  That  is  all  very  well,  but  he  surely  does  not  know 
that  the  man  stands  very  badly  at  court  at  present. 
Think  of  it,  he  has  had  the  indescribable  boldness  to 
refuse  to  treat  our  beloved  Princess  Catherine " 

"  Yes,  I  know  the  story,"  interrupted  Fraulein  von 
Walde,  "  my  brother  told  me  it  himself." 

'*  What  %  He  knows  it,  and  considers  so  little  the 
prevailing  temper  of  the  court,  which  has  always  dis- 
tinguished him  !  Incredible,  I  assure  you,  dear  child. 
My  conscience  troubles  me  already,  and  when  our 
serene  highnesses  come,  I  shall  not  be  able  to  raise  my 
head  in  the  evil  consciousness  that  I  have  been  with 
this  rude  man." 

Helene  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  left  the  lady-in- 
waiting  in  possession  of  her  scruples  and  a  glass  of 
champagne,  with  which  she  was  endeavoring  to  muster 
courage  for  the  moment  of  the  dreaded  arrival. 

At  the  side  of  this  old  lady,  Fraulein  von  Walde 
was  suffering  all  the  tortures  which  propriety  fre- 
quently inflicts.  She  must  hear  and  answer  with 
polite  attention  all  the  thousand  nothings,  while  a 
sharp  pain  was  cleaving  her  heart.  But  only  a  woman 
like  the  first  lady-in-waiting,  who  found  the  highest 
earthly  bliss  in  the  gracious  nod  of  the  princely  head, 
a  person  whose  whole  soul  was  concentrated  upon  the 
task  of  standing  guard  in  the  realm  of  etiquette,  and 
anxiously  shielding  the  halo  of  her  hardly-earned 
title — such  a  person  only  could  have  looked  repeatedly 
into  the  young  girl's  face  without  seeing  the  profound 
emotion  mirrored  upon  her  features. 

Hollfeld  had  not  only  been  so  neglectful  as  to  leave 
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the  care  of  Helene's  arrival  at  the  scene  of  festivity  to 
Count  von  Wildenau — he  had,  when  he  at  last  ap- 
peared, uttered  not  a  word  of  excuse  for  his  omission, 
but,  sulky  and  distrait,  had  taken  his  place  at  her  side. 
She  found  him  strangely  changed,  and  her  disquieted 
heart  and  head  tortured  themselves  and  her  with  vain 
surmises.  At  first  her  suspicious  eye  followed  Cornelia, 
who,  as  suited  her  firefly  nature,  was  fluttering  about 
from  group  to  group,  chatting  and  laughing  unceas- 
ingly. But  Helene's  mind  was  at  once  put  at  rest  on 
that  score,  for  not  one  single  time  was  Hollfeld's 
glance  to  be  caught  wandering  to  the  coquettish  but 
attractive  lady-in-waiting.  Her  anxious  questions  were 
answered  with  monosyllables.  She  let  a  servant  bring 
eatables,  and  laid  them  before  Hollfeld  herself.  But 
he  ate  nothing,  and  drank  glass  after  glass  of  strong 
wine,  which  he  let  the  vivatidiere  pour  out  for  him. 
This  neglectful  behavior,  which  she  met  for  the  first 
time,  pained  her  indescribably.  She  was  silent  at 
last,  and  her  weary  lids  closed.  No  one  noticed  the 
tears  that  hung  from  her  long  lashes. 

In  the  midst  of  the  rejoicings  of  the  fete,  which  were 
visibly  increased  by  the  fact  that  the  usually  silent 
master  of  the  castle  was  participating  in  them,  a 
shadow  suddenly  fell.  At  least  it  seemed  to  Elizabeth 
that  the  face  of  old  Lorenz,  the  steward,  appearing 
among  the  trees  in  her  vicinity  boded  ill.  The  old 
man  was  taking  the  greatest  possible  trouble  to  attract 
his  master's  attention  without  being  seen  by  the  others. 
At  last  he  succeeded.  Herr  von  Walde  darted  a  quick 
glance  at  him,  arose,  and  went  with  the  old  servant 
deeper  into  the  underbrush,  while  the  other  gentle- 
men resumed  their  former  positions.  He  soon 
returned,  looking  very  pale. 
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"I  have  received  a  painful  piece  of  news,  in 
consequence  of  which  I  must  leave  Lindhof  immedi- 
ately," he  said  to  the  doctor,  in  a  husky  voice.  "  Herr 
von  Hartwig,  in  Thalleben,  an  old  friend  of  mine,  has 
met  with  an  accident  while  driving,  and  the  injury  is 
mortal.  They  write  me  that  he  can  live  but  one  day 
more.  He  summons  me  to  give  me  the  care  of  his 
minor  children.  Communicate  the  news  of  my  de- 
parture to  Baroness  Lessen.  She  shall  take  care  that 
the  fete  is  not  interrupted.  My  sister  and  the  company 
may  remain  under  the  impression  that  I  am  called 
away  upon  a  matter  of  business,  and  may  perhaps  re- 
appear among  the  guests.  I  shall  not  be  missed  when 
the  dancing  has  once  begun." 

The  doctor  departed  at  once  to  find  the  baroness. 
His  wife  had  gone  to  the  buffet  a  few  moments  before, 
and  Elizabeth  was  therefore  standing  alone.  Herr 
von  "Walde  approached  her  quickly. 

"  I  thought  we  need  not  part  to-day  without  reach- 
ing the  end  of  the  birthday  greeting,"  he  said,  trying 
to  catch  her  evasive  glance.  "  I  am  one  of  the  un- 
fortunates for  whom  in  the  last  hour  an  evil  star  closes 
the  blessed  land !"  He  tried  to  speak  humorously, 
but  his  voice  sounded  all  the  more  bitter  for  the  effort. 
"  However,  fate  shall  find  me  tough,"  he  continued, 
in  a  tone  of  determination.  "  I  must  go  ;  there  is  no 
help  for  that ;  but  the  fulfillment  of  this  painful  duty 
can  be  very  much  facilitated  and  sweetened  by  your 
promise.     Do  you  remember  the  words  you  repeated  ?" 

"  I  do  not  forget  so  quickly." 

"  That  sounds  most  encouraging  for  me.  There  is 
an  old  story,  according  to  which  a  single  word  opens  a 
realm  of  immeasurable  wealth  and  delightful  miracles. 
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The  close  of  that  greeting  is  such  a  word.  Will  you 
help  me  insure  its  being  spoken  ?" 

"  How  could  I  help  you  to  wealth  and  delights  ?" 

"  That  is  my  affair.  I  earnestly  beg  of  you  not  to 
make  any  further  attempt  at  this  moment  to  evade  me, 
for  time  presses.  I  ask  you,  therefore,  will  you  in  the 
time  that  I  shall  be  gone  try  to  remember  the  begin- 
ning of  the  greeting  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  And  you  will  be  ready  to  hear  the  close  when  I 
return  V 

"  Yes." 

"  Yery  well ;  amid  all  the  sorrow  and  suffering  I 
shall  have  a  scrap  of  blue  sky  over  me.  May  my 
good  angel  whisper  to  you  meanwhile  the  name  of  the 
realm  I  spoke  of.     Farewell." 

He  gave  her  his  hand,  and  strode  away  along  the 
shortest  path  toward  the  castle. 

Elizabeth  stood  for  a  time  in  a  sort  of  sweet  stupefac- 
tion, out  of  which  she  was  first  aroused  by  the  doctor's 
wife,  who  returned  laden  with  plates  and  dishes,  and 
was  much  amazed  to  find  neither  of  the  gentlemen. 
The  young  girl  told  her  what  had  happened.  The 
doctor  soon  returned,  and  reported  that  the  baroness 
had  been  greatly  offended  that  her  cousin  had  not 
thought  it  worth  while  to  tell  her  personally  of  the 
accident.  The  unfortunate  doctor  had  had  to  accept 
several  bitter  observations  of  the  irritated  lady,  meant 
for  himself,  but  he  was  so  impolite  as  not  to  be  in  the 
least  disturbed  bv  them.  He  seated  himself  comfort- 
ably  before  the  well-filled  platters,  and  ate  Avith  ex- 
cellent appetite. 

Elizabeth  meanwhile  went  to  take  leave  of  Friiulein 
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von  Walde.  There  was  nothing  further  to  detain  her. 
She  needed  most  urgently  to  be  alone  with  her 
thoughts,  to  recall  immediately  every  word  that  had 
been  spoken  and  reflect  upon  its  meaning. 

"  You  wish  to  go  ?"  asked  Helene,  as  Elizabeth 
began  to  take  her  leave.  "  What  does  my  brother  say 
to  this  ?" 

"  Kudolph  has  been  called  to  the  castle  upon  urgent 
business,"  replied  the  baroness,  who  appeared  at  the 
moment,  "  and  Fraulein  Ferber  is  thus  relieved  of  the 
obligation  to  remain  longer." 

Helene  darted  a  glance  of  disapprobation  at  the 
speaker.  "  I  do  not  see  it  so,"  she  said  ;  "  his  business 
surely  will  not  prevent  his  returning." 

"  I  think  not,"  replied  the  baroness  hesitatingly, 
"  but  this  return  may  be  very  late.  Fraulein  Ferber 
will  be  greatly  bored  among  persons  whom  she  does 
not  know  at  all,  and " 

"  Has  my  brother  released  you  ?"  inquired  Fraulein 
von  Walde  of  Elizabeth,  without  letting  the  baroness 
finish. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  young  girl,  "  and  I  beg  you  to 
permit  me  to  go." 

During  this  brief  debate  the  first  lady-in-waiting 
leaned  back  and  surveyed  Elizabeth  from  top  to  toe 
with  cold,  penetrating  eyes.  Hollfeld  arose  and  went 
off  in  silence.  Fraulein  von  Walde  looked  after  him 
with  a  sort  of  pained  anger,  and  did  not  at  first 
respond  to  Elizabeth's  request.  At  last  she  extended 
her  hand  abstractedly,  and  said  :  "  Now,  there  go,  dear 
child,  and  accept  many  thanks  for  your  kind  help." 

Elizabeth  quickly  took  leave  of  Doctor  and  Frau 
Fels,  and  entered  the  woods  with  a  strong  sense  of 
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relief.  She  drew  a  long  breath  when  the  noise  died 
away,  the  last  waltz  subsided,  the  jubilant  tones  of 
which  had  accompanied  her  for  a  time.  She  could  now 
yield  undisturbed  to  the  charm  which  lay  upon  her 
whole  thought,  which  made  her  hear  again  and  again 
the  voice  whose  appealing  resonance  touched  her 
heart,  before  which  all  her  maidenly  pride,  all  the 
prudent  principles  of  reason,  vanished  away.  She  re- 
membered how  she  had  obeyed  him  unresistingly  from 
the  first,  though  her  deeply  wounded  sense  of  honor 
commanded  her  to  leave  at  once  a  circle  in  which  she 
was  so  evidently  unwelcome.  She  felt  anew  the  bliss 
with  which  she  had  hastened  to  his  side  when  he  in- 
sisted before  all  the  people  present  that  he  belonged  to 
her  for  the  day,  and  desired  no  substitute.  He  might 
have  led  her  to  the  end  of  the  world ;  she  would  have 
followed  him  blindly,  with  unskaken  trust  and  the 
fullest  surrender  of  all  her  being  and  her  parents. 
She  understood  now  how  a  maiden  could  leave  her 
father's  house  to  belong  to  a  man  whose  path  in  life 
had  hitherto  lain  far  from  her,  perhaps  in  some 
opposite  direction ;  who  knew  nothing  of  all  the 
likings,  relations,  events,  small  and  large,  by  which 
every  fiber  of  her  being  had  hitherto  been  most  closely 
interwoven  with  that  of  her  whole  family.  Two 
months  before  this  had  been  an  insoluble  problem  for 
her. 

She  had  entered  a  path  which  she  had  frequently 
traversed  with  Miss  Mertens.  Penetrating  the  thicket 
in  countless  windings,  it  opened  upon  the  road  which 
crossed  the  forest  and  formed  the  boundary  between 

the  portions  belonging  to  the  Prince  of  L and  to 

Herr  von  Walde.      On  the  other  side  of  this  road,  op 
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posite  the  foot-path,  was  the  wagon  road  leading  to 
the  lodge. 

JBuried  in  her  reverie,  Elizabeth  had  not  heard  the 
rapid  steps  which  had  long  been  following  her.  She 
was,  therefore,  doubly  terrified  now  to  be  called  by 
name.  Hollfeld  was  close  upon  her.  She  had  a  pre- 
sentiment of  what  brought  him  here,  and  felt  her 
heart  pounding ;  but  she  collected  herself  quickly,  and 
stepped  quietly  aside  to  let  him  pass  her  upon  the 
narrow  path. 

"  No,  it  is  not  meant  in  that  way,  Fraulein  Ferber," 
he  said,  with  a  smile  and  a  peculiarly  familiar  tone, 
which  offended  her  deeply.  "  I  meant  to  give  you  my 
escort." 

"  Thank  you,1'  replied  the  girl  quietly.  "  It  would 
be  a  needless  sacrifice  upon  your  part ;  I  prefer  going 
alone  through  the  woods." 

"  Are  you  never  afraid  ?"  he  inquired,  pressing  so 
near  that  his  hot  breath  touched  her  cheek. 

"Only  of  intrusive  company,"  she  replied,  conquer- 
ing her  indignation  with  difficulty. 

"  Ah,  here  we  have  the  majestic  demeanor  again 
behind  which  you  always  barricade  yourself  in  your 
meeting  with  me.  Why  %  I  know  now.  But  to-day 
I  shall  not  heed  it,  as  I  usually  obediently  do.  I  must 
speak  to  you." 

"  Is  it  a  matter  of  such  importance  as  to  lead  you  to 
leave  your  friends  and  the/efef" 

"Yes,  a  wish  inseparable  from  my  life,  that  dogs 
my  steps  day  and  night.  I  am  sick  and  wretched,  for 
I  fear  it  can  never  be  realized.     I " 

Elizabeth  meanwhile  had  been  .hurrying  forward. 
She  felt  unspeakably  ill  at  ease  in  the  presence  of  this 
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man,  in  whose  eyes  there  was  burning  a  hateful  pas- 
sion, which  filled  her  with  abhorrence.  She  felt, 
however,  that  at  that  moment  quiet  was  her  only 
weapon,  and  she  therefore  interrupted  him,  while  a 
faint  attempt  at  a  smile  hovered  upon  her  lips. 

"  Ah  !"  she  said  ;  "  our  piano  practice  has  had  the 
best  effect.  You  wish  me  to  help  you  in  the  domain 
of  music,  if  I  understand  aright  ?" 

"  You  misunderstand  me !"  he  shouted  angrily. 

"  Then  take  that  as  an  act  of  kindness  on  my  part ; 
else  I  must  say  things  to  you  which  you  might  still  less 
like  to  hear,"  replied  Elizabeth  gravely. 

"  Go  on.  I  know  women  well  enough  to  know  that 
they  enjoy  for  a  time  wearing  the  mask  of  coldness. 
Their  surrender  is  all  the  sweeter  afterward.  I  do  not 
grudge  you  the  enjoyment  of  this  innocent  coquetry, 
but  then " 

Elizabeth  stood  a  moment  stiff  and  speechless  before 
this  presumption  ;  such  ugly  words  had  never  profaned 
her  ear.  Shame  and  indignation  drove  the  blood  to 
her  cheeks,  and  she  sought  in  vain  for  words  wherewith 
to  punish  this  unexampled  insolence.  He  construed 
her  silence  otherwise. 

"  See  !"  he  cried  triumphantly  ;  "  I  have  seen  through 
you.  The  blush  on  being  discovered  is  incomparable. 
You  are  an  angel  without  it ;  never  have  my  eyes  rested 
upon  such  a  nymph-like  figure.  You  know  very  well 
that  you  made  me  your  slave  at  our  first  meeting. 
Such  a  neck !  Such  arms !  And  all  that  you  have 
hitherto  jealously  veiled  !" 

A  cry  of  utter  indignation  sprang  from  Elizabeth's 
lips. 

"  How  dare  you,"  she  passionately  cried,  "insult  me 
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so  ?  If  yoa  did  not  understand  me,  I  will  now  tell  you 
clearly  that  I  abhor  your  intrusive  escort,  and  wish  to 
be  alone." 

"  Bravo !  The  tone  of  command  succeeds  admirably," 
he  said  mockingly.  "  It's  easy  to  recognize  the  drop  of 
noble  blood  from  the  maternal  side.  What  have  I  done 
that  you  should  suddenly  play  the  indignant  ?  I  did, 
indeed,  make  you  the  compliment  of  saying  that  you 
are  beautiful ;  but  you  let  your  mirror  tell  you  that 
countless  times  every  day,  and  I  greatly  doubt  your 
smashing  it  for  its  impertinence." 

Elizabeth  turned  her  back  contemptuously,  and  strode 
forward.  He  kept  his  place  beside  her,  and  seemed 
determined  not  to  abandon  the  hope  of  victory.  They 
reached  the  road  just  as  an  equipage  rolled  noisily  by. 
A  man's  head  leaned  out  of  the  window,  but  drew  back 
instantly  in  horror.  It  was  Herr  von  Walde.  He 
looked  out  again  toward  the  forest-path,  as  if  to  con- 
vince himself  that  he  had  seen  aright.  Then  the  wagon 
disappeared  around  a  sharp  turn  in  the  road. 

Elizabeth  had  involuntarily  stretched  out  her  arms 
toward  the  rapidly  disappearing  wagon,  as  if  to  stop 
it.  He  who  sat  within  knew  her  dislike  for  Hollfeld. 
After  her  explanation  of  a  few  hours  before  he  could 
not  for  a  moment  doubt  that  she  was  in  his  company 
against  her  will.  Could  he  not  pause  one  moment  to 
free  her  from  this  intruder  ?  Hollfeld  had  seen  her 
motion. 

"  Ha,  ha  !"  he  cried,  laughing  maliciously.  "  That 
looked  almost  tender.  If  I  could  forget  my  cousin's 
thirty-seven  summers  I  might  verily  be  jealous.  You 
thought  he  would  dismount  at  once,  and  gallantly  offer 
you  his  arm  to  lead  you  home.    You  see  he  is  virtuous  j 
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he  gives  up  this  pleasure  for  the  sake  of  a  so-called 
sacred  duty.  He  is  a  block  of  ice,  for  whom  the  charms 
of  the  fair  sex  are  in  the  w.orld  in  vain.  That  he  was 
exceptionally  knightly  toward  you  to-day  had  nothing 
to  do  with  your  bewitching  eyes,  Gold  Elsie.  It  was 
purely  to  tease  my  mamma  a  little." 

"  Are  you  not  ashamed  to  accuse  the  man  whose 
hospitality  you  so  constantly  enjoy  of  so  mean  an 
action  ?"  cried  Elizabeth,  incensed.  She  had  resolved 
not  to  speak  another  syllable  to  him,  in  the  hope  that 
her  pertinacious  silence  might  bore  him,  and  finally 
drive  him  off.  But  the  way  in  which  he  spoke  of  Herr 
von  "Walde  set  her  whole  mind  in  an  uproar. 

"  Mean  !"  he  repeated.  "  You  use  strong  expres- 
sions. I  call  it  a  little  revenge,  for  which  he  was  per- 
fectly justifiable.  As  to  his  hospitality,  I  am  simply 
enjoying  now  a  part  of  that  which  will  be  wholly 
mine  later  on.  I  do  not  see  why  that  should  change 
my  opinion  of  my  cousin.  Besides,  it  is  I  who 
sacrifice  myself  and  deserve  thanks.  Do  you  call  my 
devoted  attention  to  Fraulein  von  Walde  nothing 
at  all?" 

"It  must,  indeed,  be  a  heavy  task  to  pick  a  few 
flowers  now  and  then  to  carry  them  to  a  poor  invalid," 
said  Elizabeth  ironically. 

"  I  see  you  are  piqued  at  my  small  homage,"  he 
shouted  triumphantly.  "  Did  you  seriously  believe  I 
could  feel  so  tenderly  where  my  sense  of  beauty  is  so 
constantly  offended  ?  I  treasure  my  little  cousin,  but 
I  do  not  for  a  single  moment  forget  that  she  is  a  year 
older  than  I,  limps,  has  hip  disease,  and " 

"  Detestable,"  interrupted  Elizabeth,  beside  herself 
with  indignation,  springing  across  the  road.  II«- 
followed  her. 
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"  Detestable  say  I,  too,"  he  continued,  trying  to  keep 
step  with  her  ;  "  especially  when  I  see  your  Hebe  form 
at  her  side.  Now,  don't  run  so.  You  would  much  better 
make  your  peace  with  me  and  not  postpone  the  bliss  I 
dream  of  night  and  day." 

He  laid  his  arm  around  her  waist,  and  forced  her  to 
stand  still.  His  glowing  face  with  its  lurid  eyes  ap- 
proached her  own.  The  first  moment  she  stared  at  him 
as  if  she  had  lost  consciousness.  Then  she  shuddered, 
and  pushed  him  from  her  with  an  expression  of  pro- 
foundest  adhorrence. 

"  Never  do  }tou  dare  to  touch  me  again  !"  she  cried 
in  a  voice  audible  far  and  wide.  At  that  moment  a 
dog's  loud  bark  was  heard  near  by.  Elizabeth  turned 
in  joyful  surprise  in  the  direction  whence  the  sound 
came. 

"  Hector,  here !"  she  called.  The  forester's  hunting- 
dog  came  bounding  through  the  thicket,  springing  high 
into  the  air  with  joyful  leaps. 

"My  uncle  is  at  hand,"  she  said,  turning  coldly 
and  quietly  to  von  Hollfeld,  standing  dumbstruck 
before  her.  {i  He  may  come  here  at  any  moment. 
You  surely  will  not  wish  to  have  me  beg  him  to  relieve 
me  of  your  presence.  I  would  therefore  advise  you  to 
depart." 

The  coward  actually  stood  still,  while  she  went  off 
with  the  dog.  He  stamped  his  foot  furiously  ami 
cursed  his  mad  passion  that  had  made  him  thus  incau- 
tious. That  he  could  inspire  the  young  girl  with  real 
dislike  never  for  a  moment  remotely  occurred  to  him 
— him  the  highly-prized,  whose  scanty  words,  whose 

invitation   to  dance,  set  all  the  ladies  of  L in  a 

flutter,  and  often  became  a  firebrand   of  dissension. 
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The  thought  could  not  occur  to  him.  It  was  much 
simpler  to  assume  that  the  forester's  daughter  was  a 
coquette,  making  the  conquest  as  difficult  as  possible. 
He  did  not  believe  in  the  maidenly  purity  of  soul  which 
made  Elizabeth  so  irresistible,  the  charm  of  which 
influenced  himself  without  his  even  understanding  it ; 
he  had  no  conception  of  her  chaste,  undesecrated 
inward  life,  and  could  therefore  never  have  reached 
the  conclusion  that  the  }roung  girl  instinctively  turned 
away  from  his  own  soullessness.  He  reproached  himself 
bitterly  for  being  so  abrupt  and  stormy,  and  so  indefi- 
nitely postponing  the  accomplishment  of  his  own 
hopes.  More  than  an  hour  he  roamed  aimlessly  about 
the  words  to  try  to  master  his  own  excitement,  for  the 
people  over  there  upon  the  scene  of  the  festivities, 
whence  the  music  even  now  reached  his  ears,  must 
never  know  that  such  a  volcano  slumbered  beneath  the 
interestingly  cold,  reserved  exterior. 

Elizabeth  had  gone  quickly  forward,  apparently 
walking  firmly  enough ;  but  she  carefully  avoided 
glancing  to  the  right  or  the  left  for  fear  of  seeing  Holl- 
feld's  hated  face.  At  last  she  ventured  to  pause  a 
moment  to  look  about  her.  He  had  disappeared.  Draw- 
ing a  long  breath  she  leaned  against  a  tree  to  collect 
her  thoughts,  while  Hector  stood  before  her  quietly 
watching  her  with  an  intelligent  eye,  as  though  he 
knew  exactly  what  the  trouble  was,  and  that  he  was 
playing  the  part  of  protector.  He  had  evidently  been 
taking  a  turn  through  the  forest  alone,  for  of  his  master 
there  was  not  a  trace.  Elizabeth  felt  now  for  the 
first  time  how  her  knees  were  trembling.  Her  horror 
when  llollfeld  had  dared  to  embrace  her  was  inde- 
scribable.    The  thought  of  such  an  attack  had  never 
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sprung  up  in  her  innocent  mind.  The  action  had,  there- 
fore, rendered  her  motionless  with  horror.  She  shed 
tears  of  mortification  as  she  thought  of  Herr  von  "Walde, 
seeing  him  not  wearing  the  gentle  expression  of  the 
last  few  hours,  but  in  all  his  stern  unapproachable- 
ness.  She  had  not  ventured  to  look  up  at  him  because 
that  odious  creature  had  touched  her. 

Her  whole  happiness  lay  crumbled  at  her  feet.  The 
wretched  meeting  with  Hollfeld  had  mercilesslv 
brought  her  back  to  the  present.  His  utterances 
touching  Herr  von  Walde,  mean  and  slanderous  as 
they  were,  had  renewed  much  which  she  had  once  used 
as  a  rudder  to  steer  against  the  tide  of  her  inclination. 
She  remembered  his  unyielding  ancestral  pride,  his  self- 
sacrificing  love  to  his  sister,  the  universal  impression 
that  his  heart  was  hard  and  cold  toward  women.  All 
the  motley  dreams  which  had  fluttered  about  her  on 
the  way  through  the  still  woods  folded  their  wings  and 
perished,  one  after  the  other,  beneath  the  scrutinizing 
gaze  of  her  awakened  eyes.  She  was  now  clear 
wherein  her  bliss  had  consisted.  Might  it  not  be  from 
his  stern  sense  of  justice  that  he  had  been  wonderfully 
gentle  to-day,  and  taken  her  under  his  protection  from 
all  the  arrogance  of  his  relatives  ?  Had  he  not  gener- 
ously protected  Miss  Mertens,  and  tried  to  make  good 
the  injustice  done  her  under  his  roof  ?  And  the  greet- 
ing, the  congratulation,  and  its  unfinished  conclusion  ? 
Of  that  she  dared  not  think — if  all  the  corpses  of  all 
her  fancies  were  not  to  undergo  an  immediate  joyful 
resurrection. 

"When  she  entered  the  lodge  Sabine  came  toward  her, 
deathly  pale.  She  pointed  silently  to  the  living-room. 
Her  uncle  was  there,  speaking  loudly  and  passionately 
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to  some  one.    His  words  were  clearly  to  be  heard,  and 
he  was  striding  up  and  down. 

"  Ah,  ah  !"  whispered  Sabine  ;  "  there  is  a  bad  time 
there.  Bertha  has  always  kept  skillfully  out  of  the 
forester's  way  for  the  past  few  weeks ;  but  a  little 
while  ago  she  was  standing  in  the  hall,  and  she  did  not 
notice  him  coming  in  through  the  courtyard  door. 
That  suited  him  exactly.  He  did  not  indulge  in  much 
ceremony  ;  he  took  her  by  the  hand  and  drew  her  into 
the  room.  She  looked  like  the  whitewashed  wall  for 
terror,  but  all  her  protestations  did  no  good  ;  she  had 
to  go.  Lord  of  my  life !  I  would  not  like  to  have  the 
forester  for  my  father  confessor  !" 

A  loub  sob,  that  sounded  almost  like  a  suppressed 
cry,  interrupted  Sabine's  whispering.  "  That  is  right," 
they  heard  the  forester  say  in  a  much  more  gentle 
voice.  "  That  is  at  least  a  sign  that  you  are  not  wholly 
hardened  and  corrupted.  Now  speak  out.  Remember 
that  I  am  here  in  the  place  of  your  worthy  parents. 
If  you  have  any  trouble,  out  with  it.  If  it  has  come 
without  fault  of  yours,  be  very  sure  I'll  bear  it  with 
you  honestly." 

There  was  more  soft  crying. 

"  Can't  you  speak  V  asked  the  forester  after  a  brief 
pause.  "I  know  perfectly  well  that  no  physical 
trouble  hinders  you  from  using  your  tongue,  for  you 
talk  fast  enough  when  you  think  yourself  unobserved. 
So  it  is  some  moral  restraint  that  you  subject 
yourself  to?     Or  perhaps  it  is  an  oath  V 

A  silent  nod  must  have  confirmed  this  suggestion, 
for  he  continued  more  violently : 

"  A  brainless  notion  !  Do  you  believe  you  please 
the  dear  God  by  treading  underfoot  his  splendid  gift 
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of  speech  ?  Will  you  be  silent  your  whole  life  through  ? 
Not  ?  You  will  speak  again  when  you  have  accom- 
plished or  not  accomplished  what  was  to  be  gained  by 
the  vow  ?  Very  well,  I  cannot  force  you  to  speak. 
You  must  bear  alone  what  weighs  upon  you,  and 
makes  you  unhappy,  for  that  you  are  so  is  legibly 
enough  written  upon  your  face.  But  this  I  can  tell  you : 
you  have  an  inexorable  judge  in  my  person,  if  it  should 
ever  become  clear  that  you  have  done  something  that 
makes  you  shun  the  light  and  avoid  the  ears  of  right- 
eous people ;  for  in  your  boundless  insolence  you  have, 
from  the  first,  made  every  honest  counsel,  every  well 
meant  teaching  impossible,  so  cutting  me  off  from 
standing  by  your  side  as  I  wished  to  do  in  place  of 
your  dead  parents,  and  should  have  done.  I  shall  try 
you  awhile  longer,  but  as  soon  as  I  see  that  you  try  to 
get  out  of  this  house  at  night,  you  may  tie  up  your 
bundle  and  march.  One  more  point.  To-morrow  I 
shall  summon  the  doctor.  He  shall  tell  me  what  your 
trouble  is  for  the  last  few  weeks  ;  you  have  changed 
so  that  it  is  hard  to  recognize  you.     Now  go  !" 

The  door  opened  and  Bertha  staggered  out.  She 
did  not  notice  Elizabeth  and  Sabine,  and  as  she  heard 
the  door  latch  behind  her,  she  reached  her  clasped 
hands  to  heaven  as  if  in  despair,  and  flew  upstairs  as 
though  pursued  by  furies. 

"  She  has  something  on  her  conscience,  it  may  be 
what  it  will,"  said  Sabine,  shaking  her  head.  Eliza- 
beth went  in  to  her  uncle.  He  was  leaning  his  head 
against  the  pane,  drumming  with  his  fingers,  as  he 
usually  did  when  he  was  excited.  He  looked  very 
gloomy,  but  a  bright  ray  shot  across  his  face  as  Eliza- 
beth entered. 
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"  It's  good  that  you  have  come,  Gold  Elsie,"  he  said. 
"  I  must  see  a  pure,  honest  human  face.  I  have  need 
of  that.  The  Mack  eyes  of  her  that  just  went  out  are 
frightful  to  me.  I  have  taken  up  my  domestic  cross 
again  after  all  to  carry  it  a  bit  further.  I  cannot  see 
the  creature  cry,  though  I  know  perfectly  well  that 
the  exact  effect  of  every  tear  is  calculated,  and  the 
remorse  meant  to  hoodwink  me." 

Elizabeth  was  heartily  thankful  that  the  long- 
dreaded  meeting  had  passed  so  smoothly.  She  hastened 
to  distract  his  thoughts  wholly  from  the  unfortunate 
by  talking  of  today's  festivities,  and  though  somewhat 
hastily  and  cursorily,  of  II  err  von  Walde's  departure. 
She  told  him,  too,  of  Linke's  frightful  end,  which, 
however,  did  not  surprise  him,  as  he  had  expected  this 
denouement. 

He  accompanied  Elizabeth  to  the  upper  garden 
door. 

"  Be  careful  not  to  ring  too  loudly  at  the  portal,"  he 
said  as  they  parted.  "  Your  mother  had  an  attack  of 
her  migraine  to-day  and  is  in  bed.  I  was  up  there 
just  now." 

Elizabeth  hastened  up  the  mountain,  greatly 
troubled.  She  did  not  need  to  ring.  Miss  Mertens 
and  Ernst  came  toward  her,  meeting  her  in  the  clear- 
ing and  reassuring  her  at  once.  The  attack  had 
passed  and  her  mother  was  sleeping  when  the  girl 
stepped  lightly  to  the  bedside. 

The  twilight  was  already  giving  place  to  darkness, 
and  the  profoundest  stillness  reigned  in  the  cozy  home. 
The  striking  of  the  clocks  had  been  stopped.  The 
leaves  tapped  gently  upon  the  panes,  and  not  even  the 
buzzing  of  the  impertinent  flies  was  audible,  for  Ferber 
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had   thoughtfully  removed  everything  which   could 
disturb  the  slumberer. 

If  Frau  Ferber  had  been  seated  in  an  armchair  in 
one  of  the  window  recesses  of  the  living-room,  between 
the  protecting  curtains  and  the  green  wall  of  twigs 
before  the  window,  upon  which  the  darkening  evening 
sky  shone  down,  the  familar  corner  would  this  day 
have  served  as  a  confessional.  Elizabeth,  kneeling 
upon  the  footstool,  her  head  lying  upon  her  mother's 
knee,  would  have  opened  her  burdened  heart  to  her 
mother.  She  now  withdrew  the  sweet  secret  into  the 
innermost  sanctuary  of  her  soul.  Who  knows  whether 
she  ever  again  found  courage  to  speak  out  what  must, 
under  the  circumstances,  alarm  her  mother  and  fill  her 
with  anxiety  for  her  daughter? 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

The  ruins  of  Gnadeck  might  well  listen  in  amaze- 
ment to  the  strange  noise  that  had  been  resounding, 
with  slight  interruptions,  since  early  morning  against 
their  crooked  walls.  It  sounded  quite  differently  from 
the  destroying  work  of  the  rain-floods  or  snow-masses 
thawing  in  the  summer.  Then  the  water  softly  dug 
out  little  channels  between  the  walls,  and  lifted  one 
granite  block  after  another  out  of  the  saddle  without 
the  victims  knowing  what  was  happening.  The  block 
would  gaze  for  a  time,  proud  and  threatening,  out 
upon  the  world,  for  its  destruction  was  prepared  as 
silently  as  the  overthrow  of  any  prince's  favorite,  or 
of  a  hated  ministry.  Then  came  at  night  a  mighty 
crashing,  and  the  morning  sun  shone  upon  walls  and 
floors  it  had  never  seen  before.  There  lay  a  consider- 
able piece  of  masonry,  crushed  and  broken,  upon  the 
pavement  below,  and  all  day  long,  when  the  breeze 
blew  or  a  bird's  wing  grazed  the  place,  crumbling 
mortar  and  fine  sand  trickled  in  little  streams  out  of 
the  wound.  But  it  was  not  long  before  new  young 
green  plants  sprang  from  the  rent,  and  years  and  years 
would  pass  away  before  the  mischievous  gnawing  of 
the  water  beneath  the  deceitful  green  cover  had  pre- 
pared another  sacrifice  for  the  storms.  It  was  a  long, 
scarcely  perceptible,  process  of  death.  The  ruins 
might   be   comforted,  like  an  invalid  suffering  from 
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some  incurable  malady,  in  spite  of  which  he  reaches 
the  age  of  the  old  people  of  the  Old  Testament. 

To-day,  however,  it  was  human  hands  that  were 
carrying  on  the  work  of  destruction.  They  dislodged 
stone  upon  stone  incredibly  quickly.  The  jutty  that 
had  stretched  its  foot  so  boldly  and  kept  watch  for 
centuries  before  the  wing,  looked  pitiable  enough. 
It  had  lost  a  considerable  part  of  its  stature  already. 
Its  ivy  robe  was  torn,  dark  window  spaces  and  mossy 
masonry  came  to  light,  whose  now  marred  and  shat- 
tered decorations  may  perhaps  once  have  been  beauti- 
ful. The  workmen  were  very  industrious.  Hazardous 
as  the  operation  was,  it  interested  them  to  look  down 
into  the  dark  nooks  and  corners  of  the  ancient  nest 
that  the  superstition  of  the  people  connected  with 
countless  dreadful  apparitions. 

In  the  afternoon  Frau  Ferber  was  sitting  with  Eliza- 
beth and  Miss  Mertens  upon  the  rampart,  when 
Heinhardt,  who  came  regularly  every  afternoon,  inter- 
rupted their  reading.  He  told  them  that  Fraulein 
von  Walde  had  heard,  by  the  stupidity  of  one  of  the 
servants,  of  the  attempt  upon  her  brother's  life.  With 
profound  bitterness  he  observed  that  Herr  von  Walde's 
apprehension  that  the  alarm  caused  by  the  news  might 
have  a  bad  effect,  had  been  wholty  groundless,  for 
Fraulein  von  Walde  had  received  the  information  with 
great  equanimity.  The  misfortune  of  Herr  von  Hart- 
wig,  too,  though  his  wife  was  one  of  her  friends,  she 
had  received  with  none  of  the  excitement  which  might 
have  been  expected.  "  If  it  had  concerned  her  blond 
protege"  he  said  wrathfully,  "  that  would  be  a  differ- 
ent matter.  Then  she  would  have  torn  out  her 
beautiful  chestnut  locks  by  the  roots.     Herr  von  Holl- 
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feld  is  perfectly  insufferable.  He  is  going  about  the 
house  to-day  looking  as  though  he  would  like  to  poison 
all  the  world.  I  wager  the  rosy  mood  is  to  blame  for 
Fraulein  von  Walde's  tear-stained  face  that  she  tried 
o  conceal  when  I  passed  her  in   the  garden   awhile 

Elizabeth  bent  low  over  her  work  at  mention  of  the 
hated  name.  The  blood  poured  to  her  face  at  thought 
of  von  Hollf eld's  violence,  of  which  she  had  told  her 
mother  nothing  for  fear  of  doing  harm.  Perhaps  this 
may  not  have  been  the  only  reason.  At  least,  she 
avoided  clearly  formulating  the  fact  that  she  greatly 
feared  her  parents  might  forbid  her  further  visits  to 
castle  Lindhof  because  of  Hollfeld's  impertinence. 
But  that  would  cut  off  every  possibility  of  seeing  Herr 
von  Walde. 

Meanwhile  the  hammering  and  rolling  went  on 
unceasingly  in  the  jutty. 

Presently  Ferber  entered  the  garden.  He  had  been 
at  the  lodge,  and  brought  the  forester  home  with  him 
to  coffee.  Ernst  ran  excitedly  to  meet  them.  The 
small  boy,  though  carefully  remaining  within  the 
bounds  set  for  him,  had  stood  almost  constantlv  in  a 
broad  path  watching  with  great  interest  the  removal 
of  the  jutty. 

"  Papa,  papa!"  he  cried,  "  the  mason  wishes  to  speak 
to  you.  You  are  to  come  up  there;  he  says  they  have 
found  something."  One  of  the  masons  was  eagerly 
beckoning  the  two  men  to  come  nearer. 

"We  have  come  upon  a  chamber,  or  whatever  it 
may  be,"  the  man  called  down  ;  "  and  if  I  see  aright 
there  is  a  coffin  in  it.  Will  vou  not  look  at  the  room, 
lierr  Ferber,  before  we  go  on  further  with  the  work  2 
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You  can  come  up  safely  ;  we  are  standing  upon  a  firm 
roof."  N 

Reinhardt  had  heard  the  summons  and  came  has- 
tening down  the  terrace  steps.  A  hidden  room 
containing  a  coffin  sounded  intoxicating  in  his  anti- 
quarian ears. 

The  three  men  climbed  cautiously  up. 

The  workmen  stood  at  the  point  where  the  jutty 
projected  from  the  main  building  and  pointed  into  a 
rather  broad  opening  at  their  feet.  Hitherto  they  had 
come  upon  no  closed  room.  The  main  building  had 
lost  a  part  of  its  roof.m  Now,  standing  upon  the  jutty, 
they  looked  in  all  directions  through  a  labyrinth  of 
open  rooms  and  half-collapsed  corridors,  and  peering 
through  a  slit  in  the  floor  they  could  see  into  the 
chapel.  The  jutty  itself  looked  not  half  so  uncanny 
from  within  as  it  had  looked  from  without.  The  blue 
sky  shone  down  everywhere  upon  it,  and  the  fresh  air 
swept  through  at  will.  But  suddenly,  far  below,  there 
came  to  light  a  room  apparently  surrounded  by  firm 
walls  and  protected  by  a  rather  well  preserved  roof. 
As  far  as  they  could  judge  from  above,  the  room  was 
inserted,  like  a  wedge,  between  the  chapel  and  the 
room  lying  behind  the  jutty.  In  any  case  there  must 
be  a  window  at  the  extreme  point  formed  by  the  walls 
and  opening  into  the  corner  of  the  jutty  and  the  main 
building,  for  from  that  point  feeble  rays  came  through 
the  colored  light  and  played  over  the  object,  which 
could  be  partly  distinguished,  and  which  the  masons 
held  to  be  a  coffin. 

A  long  ladder  was  brought  at  once,  as  the  room  was 
a  deep  one,  and  in  great  excitement  one  after  the 
other  of  the  men  descended.     In  climbing  down  they 
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passed  close  to  a  black-brown  mural  tablet  discolored 
by  age.  The  eye  despaired  of  deciphering  the  hiero- 
glyphics which  had  here  proceeded  from  the  carver's 
hand.  A  plain  narrow  molding  of  much  later  date 
ran  around  the  ceiling,  from  which  tattered  black 
draperies  hung  down.  The  other  half  of  the  mourning 
lay  upon  the  floor  in  moldy,  formless  heaps. 

The  room  had  undoubtedly,  from  the  first,  been 
meant  for  purposes  of  concealment,  for  not  the  slightest 
consideration  had  been  spent  upon  its  form.  An  irreg- 
ular triangle,  in  whose  one  rather  blunt  point  the  ex- 
pected very  narrow  window  was  found,  clung  so  closely 
to  the  chapel  that  Reinharclt's  supposition  of  its  having 
been  used  for  the  chapel  treasure  in  the  old  Catholic 
days  seemed  probable,  the  more  so  as  five  or  six  worn 
stone  steps  led  from  within  it  to  an  old  walled-up  door 
which  had  once  given  access  to  the  chapel.  The  win- 
dow was  behind  the  oak,  which  pressed  its  strong 
boughs  firmly  against  the  stone,  and  some  ivy  stems 
wove  a  tender  web  across  the  panes.  Yet  the  rays  of 
the  sun  stole  faintly  through  the  dainty  stained-glass 
windows,  which  bore  not  a  trace  of  decay. 

It  was  indeed  a  coffin,  a  small,  narrow,  leaden  coffin, 
which,  standing  out  bright  against  the  black  velvet 
cover  of  the  postament,  rested,  forgotten  and  alone, 
within  the  three  walls.  At  its  head  arose  a  mighty 
candelabra,  upon  whose  branches  there  were  still  to  be 
seen  remnants  of  thick  wax-candles.  At  its  feet  was  a 
stool  with  a  mandolin  lying  upon  it.  The  broken 
strings  dangled  at  one  side.  It  must  have  been  an  old 
instrument  in  the  lifetime  of  its  last  owner,  for  the 
dark  color  of  its  neck  was  worn  away  in  spots,  and  the 
soundingboard  was  slightly  hollowed  where  the  player 
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had  been  wont  to  touch  it.  The  last  atoms  of  the 
dried-flower  decorations  blew  from  the  coffin  at  the 
approach  of  the  men  climbing  down.  On  the  lid  stood 
the  name  Lila. 

Along  the  deep  wall,  the  broadest  of  the  triangle, 
there  was  a  large  dark  closet  made  of  oak-wood,  meant, 
Reinhardt  thought,  for  the  preservation  of  the  sacra- 
mental vestments.  He  opened  the  doors,  and  the 
movement  caused  a  noise  and  rustling  within,  while 
little  clouds  of  dust  flew  out  of  a  quantity  of  female 
wearing  appeal.  It  was  a  strange,  fantastic  collection. 
Motley  and  almost  questionably  fantastic  in  cut,  they 
contrasted  strangely  with  the  solemnity  of  their  sur- 
roundings. 

It  must  have  been  a  small,  unusually  delicate  being 
who  had  worn  these  robes,  for  the  silken  skirts,  most  of 
them  bordered  with  rich  gold  embroidery,  were  short  as 
the  dress  of  a  child,  and  the  bodices  of  purple  or  violet 
velvet,  with  ribbons  and  lacings  of  gold  cord,  must 
have  fitted  an  exquisitely  pliant  maiden  waist.  Many, 
many  years  must  have  glided  away  since  human 
breathing  had  been  heard  in  this  solitude,  or  a  living 
hand  touched  the  objects  here  enclosed.  The  hooks 
in  the  closet  had  gradually  worn  through  the  decay- 
ing fabrics,  and  the  threads  which  had  once  held 
pearls  and  tinsel  in  place,  hung  loose. 

Along  one  of  the  side  walls  there  stood  a  small  table 
on  which  was  a  small  silver  waiter.  It  seemed  scarcely 
able  to  stand  upon  its  tottering  feet,  and  threatened 
with  instant  downfall  the  box  that  stood  upon  the 
waiter.  This  box  was  a  masterpiece  of  inlaid  work  in 
metal  and  ivory.  The  lid  was  not  closed,  but  seemed 
rather  to  be  merely  laid  upon  a  broad  paper  that  pro- 
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traded  from  the  box,  and  was  evidently  so  placed  as  to 
attract  attention.  It  was  brown  with  age  and  covered 
with  a  thick  cushion  of  dust ;  but  the  huge,  stiff,  black 
letters  peered  out  imperishable  from  beneath  it,  and 
the  name,  Jost  von  Gnadewitz,  could  be  read  at  some 
distance. 

"  What  may  this  be  ?"  shouted  the  forester,  sur- 
prised almost  to  the  point  of  speechlessness.  "  Jost 
von  Gnadewitz  is  the  hero  in  Sabine's  tale  of  the 
ancestors." 

Ferber  carefully  lifted  the  box-lid.  There  lay  a 
velvet  cushion  holding  ornaments  of  antique  form — 
necklaces,  brooches,  a  string  of  gold  pieces  and  several 
strings  of  pearls. 

The  paper  had  fallen  to  the  ground  ;  Rein  hard  t 
picked  it  up  and  offered  to  read  the  contents.  It  was 
written  very  badly,  and  was  extremely  ill-spelled  even 
for  its  time,  about  two  centuries  ago.  The  author  had 
certainly  understood  managing  the  sword  far  better 
than  the  pen  ;  yet  a  poetic  vein  ran  through  the  lines- 
They  were  as  follows  : 

"  'Whoever  you  may  be  who  enter  this  room,  by  all 
that  is  sacred,  by  all  that  you  love  and  that  ever  touched 
your  heart,  do  not  disturb  her  rest!  She  lies  there 
slumbering  like  a  child.  The  sweet  face  beneath  the 
dark  locks  smiles  again  now  that  death  has  touched  it. 
Once  again,  whoever  you  may  be,  whether  high-born 
or  beggar,  whether  you  have  a  share  in  the  dead  or 
not,  let  my  eye  be  the  last  to  rest  upon  her! 

"  '  I  could  not  lay  her  under  the  heavy,  dark  earth. 
Here  golden  rays  of  light  will  play  about  her,  the 
birds  will  perch  upon  the  boughs  near  this,  her  tomb. 
Upon  their  wings  is  the  breath  of  the  forest;  out  of 
their  throats  stream  the  songs  that  were  her  cradle- 
songs.     Golden  rays  sank  into  the  thicket  too,  and  the 
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birds  twittered  upon  the  boughs  where  the  slender  doe 
parted  the  branches  and  in  surprise  turned  her  eyes 
upon  the  young  hunter  resting  in  the  shade.  His 
heart  beat  wildly  at  sight  of  her ;  he  threw  aside  his 
weapon  and  followed  the  maiden  figure  fleeing  before 
him.  She,  a  child  of  the  forest,  a  daughter  of  those 
hordes  who  are  driven  by  a  curse  to  be  wanderers 
upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  who  have  nowhere  their 
own  soil  beneath  their  feet,  nowhere  a  rod  of  their 
native  land  on  which  to  lay  their  dying  heads,  had 
conquered  the  heart  of  the  wild  young  noble.  Beg- 
ging for  her  love,  he  roamed  night  and  day  about  the 
camp  of  her  tribe,  followed  her  footsteps,  embraced 
her  knees  in  the  madness  of  his  passion,  until  she  was 
moved  to  consent  to  leave  her  people  and  follow  him 
secretly.  He  carried  her  in  the  dead  of  night  to  his 
castle,  woe  to  him  to  become  her  murderer.  He  did 
not  heed  her  pleading  when  she  was  seized  by  the 
longing  for  her  forest  freedom.  Like  a  caged  bird  she 
fluttered  about,  beating  her  delicate  head  against  the 
bars  of  the  cage.  The  walls  which  had  once  echoed 
her  ravishing  voice,  her  wonderful  mandolin  playing, 
could  give  back  only  sighs  and  plaintive  murmurs. 
He  saw  her  cheeks  grow  pale,  saw  her  eyes  turned 
from  him  in  hatred.  His  heart  suffered  death  a  thou- 
sand times  as  she  pushed  him  from  her  and  shuddered 
at  his  touch.  He  despaired,  but  he  doubled  the  bars 
and  bolts  and  watched  the  fastened  doors  in  mortal 
fear ;  for  he  knew  she  was  lost  to  him  forever  if 
her  fleet  foot  should  touch  the  soil  of  the  forest.  Then 
came  a  time  when  she  grew  calmer.  She  glided  past 
him  like  a  shadow,  a  nothing.  She  did  not  raise  her 
eyes  when  he  came  near  her  and  spoke  coaxingly. 
She  had  long  ceased  to  speak  to  him  and  no  sound 
passed  her  lips  now.  But  she  no  longer  pulled  at  the 
windows,  striking  her  breast,  and  calling  in  heart- 
rending tones  upon  those  who  roved  through  the 
forest  in  golden  freedom ;  she  no  longer  sprang 
through  the  rooms  as  though  fleeing  from  pursuers, 
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nor  scaled  the  walls  to  hurl  her  beautiful  body  into  the 
dark  waters  of  the  moat.  Beneath  the  oak  below  the 
jutty  she  sat  quietly,  looking,  with  her  lily-white  face, 
straight  before  her.  She  knew  she  was  to  become  a 
mother.  And  when  night  come  he  took  her  upon 
his  arm  and  bore  her  upstairs.  She  suffered  this,  but 
she  turned  her  face  from  him  that  his  breath  might 
not  touch  her,  and  no  gleam  from  his  burning  eyes 
fall  upon  her. 

"  '  One  day  the  pastor  of  Lindhof  knocked  at  the 
palace  portal.  The  people  were  chattering  that  Jost, 
a  lamb  of  his  flock,  had  dealings  with  the  devil,  and  he 
came  to  rescue  the  endangered  soul.  He  found  admis- 
sion, and  saw  the  being  for  whose  sake  the  wild  hunts- 
man had  forgotten  heaven  and  the  merry  life  of  the 
forest. 

" '  Her  beauty  and  purity  moved  him.  He  spoke  to 
her  in  a  gentle  voice,  and  the  heart  that  had  hardened 
in  pain  opened  to  him.  For  her  child's  sake  she  was 
baptized,  and  let  the  unholy  bond  which  united  her  with 
him  be  sanctified  with  the  priest's  blessing.  When  the 
hour  of  her  agony  was  over,  she  wearily  placed  her  lips 
upon  the  brow  of  her  child,  and  with  that  kiss  her  soul 
fled.  She  was  free,  free  !  The  triumph  glows  still  upon 
the  soulless  husk.  The  wretched  man  saw  her 
marvelous  eyes  close.  In  the  pain  of  remorse  and 
despair  he  cast  himself  at  her  feet  and  besought  in  vain 
for  one  last  solitaiy  ray  of  love. 

" '  The  boy  was  baptized  with  the  name  of  his 
father — my  name.  I  looked  shudderingly  into  his 
eyes;  he  has  mine.  He  and  I  have  murdered  her.  My 
old  servant  Simon  has  carried  the  child  away.  I 
cannot  live  for  it.  Simon  says,  and  the  pastor,  too,  that 
no  woman  will  bring  herself  to  give  my  child  the 
breast,  because  in  the  eyes  of  the  world  I  am  one  of 
the  lost  ones  who  belong  in  hell.  The  wife  of  Ferber, 
my  forester,  nourishes  the  little  fellow  now,  without 
knowing  whence  it  comes  " 
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The  reader  paused  and  looked  in  amazement  across 
the  paper.  The  forester,  who,  listening  attentively, 
had  been  leaning  thus  far  against  the  wall,  stood  with 
a  single  bound  at  Reinhardt's  side  and  convulsively 
grasped  his  arm.  His  brown  face  had  grown  pale,  as 
though  a  mighty  emotion  had  stopped  his  pulse  for  a 
moment.  Ferber,  too,  had  approached  in  high  excite- 
ment. 

"  Go  on,  go  on !"  cried  the  forester  at  last,  in  an 
almost  smothered  voice. 

" '  Simon  has  laid  him  upon  the  threshold  of  the 
lodge,'  read  Reinhardt.  'He  saw  to-day  how  the 
good  woman  Ferber  fed  and  cherished  him  like  her 
own  little  girl.  According  to  the  laws  of  my  house, 
he  has  no  claim  upon  the  property  of  the  Gnadewitzes, 
but  my  maternal  inheritance  will  keep  him  from  want. 
My  will,  which  recognizes  him  as  my  son  and  heir, 

lies  deposited  in  the  Bathhouse  in  L .     May  he,  as 

Hans  Jost  von  Gnadewitz,  found  a  new  race  ;  may  the 
Almighty  move  some  merciful  heart  to  protect  his 
youth.     I  cannot.     .     .     . 

"  '  Everything  which  decked  that  lovely  form  in 
happy  days  shall  surround  it  now  in  death,  shall 
perish  with  it.  Her  child  has  a  claim  upon  her  jewels, 
but  everything  within  me  revolts  at  the  thought  that 
that  which  has  rested  upon  her  shining  brow,  her 
spotless  throat,  ma}^  be  rent  asunder  and  profaned  by 
faithless  hands.     Rather  let  them  perish  here. 

"  '  Again,  to  turn  to  you  whom  accident  may,  per- 
haps, bring  hither  after  centuries  into  this  sanctuary  : 
Honor  the  dead  and  pray  for  me  ! 

" '  Jost  von  Gnadewitz.'  " 

The  brothers  joined  hands  in  silence  and  approached 
the  coffin.  In  their  veins  flowed  the  blood  of  the 
wondrous  being  who  had  once  inflamed  the  wild  young 
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nobleman  to  love  and  madness,  of  that  woman  whose 
ardent  soul,  thirsting  for  freedom,  exultantly  aban- 
doned its  adored  body,  that  was  sinking  to  a  small 
heap  of  ashes  here  in  its  narrow  leaden  tomb.  There 
stood  the  two  tall  figures,  descendants  of  him  who, 
with  the  consecrating  kiss  of  his  dying  mother  fresh 
upon  his  brow,  was  carried  out  into  the  forest,  laid 
upon  the  humble  threshold  of  the  servant,  while  the 
high-born  father  in  despair  rode  away  to  his  death. 

"  She  was  the  mother  of  our  race,"  said  Ferber  at 
last,  deeply  moved,  to  Reinhardt.  "  We  are  descend- 
ants of  the  foundling  whose  origin  has  remained  a 
puzzle  until  this  hour  ;  for  the  papers  which  insured 
the  child  its  rights  were  burned  with  the  Rathhouse 

in  L before  they  had  ever  been   read.     We  must 

interrupt  the  work  for  some  days,"  he  continued, 
turning  to  one  of  the  masons  who,  in  pardonable 
eagerness  for  further  developments,  had  climbed  half- 
way down  the  ladder  and  listened  from  his  height  in 
speechless  wonderment  to  the  clearing  up  of  a  tradition 
which  still  played  a  prominent  part  in  the  spinning- 
rooms  of  Lindhof. 

"  But  to-morrow  you  must  dig  a  grave  in  Lindhof 
churchyard,"  cried  the  forester.  "  I  shall  go  directly 
from  here  to  the  pastor  to  speak  of  it." 

He  returned  to  the  closet  and  surveyed  the  clothing 
which  had  once  arrayed  the  limbs  of  the  gypsy  girl, 
and  had  evidently  been  hung  with  great  care  in  the 
combinations  in  which  they  had  delighted  the  eye  of 
Lila's  lover.  Upon  the  floor  of  the  cupboard  stood 
shoes.  The  forester  took  up  a  pair  of  them.  They 
just  covered  his  broad  hand.  It  must  have  been  a  pair 
of  real  Cinderella  feet  which  had  fitted  them. 
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"  These  I  will  take  to  Elsie,"  lie  said,  smiling,  and 
carefully  picked  them  up  between  his  thumb  and  first 
finger.  "  She  will  be  surprised  that  her  grandmother 
was  such  a  Lilliputian." 

Ferber  meanwhile  had  cleansed  the  mandolin  of  the 
dust  and  pushed  it  carefully  under  his  arm,  while 
Reinhardt  closed  the  jewel-casket  and  lifted  it  from 
the  table  by  its  dainty  handle  fastened  to  the  lid. 
Thus  laden  the  three  men  clambered  out  again.  At 
the  top  all  the  boards  that  could  be  got  together  were 
placed  over  the  opening  in  the  roof  for  temporary 
protection  from  wind  and  weather.  Then  the  three 
returned  to  the  ladies,  who  had  been  waiting  in  keen 
expectation  at  the  foot  of  the  jutty,  and  were  not  a 
little  amazed  at  the  strange  procession  which  came 
climbing  down  the  ladder.  But  not  one  word  did 
they  learn  of  what  had  happened  above  until  they  all 
reached  the  lindens.  Then  Reinhardt  deposited  the 
casket  upon  the  table,  described  minutely  the  hidden 
chamber  and  its  contents,  and  repeated  his  former 
wrork  of  interpretation,  this  time  much  more  fluently 
than  before. 

Silent  and  breathless  the  ladies  listened  to  these  out- 
bursts of  a  passionate  heart.  Elizabeth  sat  pale  and 
silent,  but  when  Reinhardt  reached  the  paragraph 
which  cast  so  glaring  a  light  upon  the  one  obscure 
point  of  their  family  history  she  bounded  up  and  fixed 
her  eyes  upon  her  uncle's  smiling  face.  He  had  been 
watching  her  expectantly.  Frau  Ferber,  too,  seemed 
stupefied  for  a  time  after  the  close  of  the  reading.  For 
her  clear,  unusually  calm,  judicial  mind  this  romantic 
solution  of  the  centuries  old  family  question  seemed 
incomprehensible.     But    Miss    Mertens,     to     whom 
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Bernhardt  had  first  to  explain  the  whole  bearing  and 
significance  of  the  discovery,  she  knowing  nothing  of 
the  story  of  the  foundling,  clasped  her  hands  above 
her  head  at  the  marvelous  revelation. 

"  Have  you  a  claim  upon  your  inheritance  by  virtue 
of  this  sheet  ?"  she  asked,  with  intense  eagerness. 

"Doubtless,"  replied  Ferber  ;  "  but  how  can  we  tell 
in  what  the  maternal  inheritance  consisted?  The 
family  is  extinct,  the  name  of  Gnadewitz  lost.  Every- 
thing has  passed  into  strange  hands.  Who  can  tell  us 
what  we  have  to  claim  and  where  ?" 

"  No,  that  we  shall  not  meddle  with,"  decided  the 
forester.  "  Such  undertakings  cost  money,  and  at  last 
we  might  have  to  be  satisfied  with  a  compromise  for  a 
few  thalers.  Let  that  all  go.  We  have  never  starved 
yet." 

Elizabeth  dreamily  picked  up  the  shoes  which  her 
uncle  had  placed  before  her.  The  faded  silk  cut  here 
and  there  revealed  the  form  of  the  foot.  They  had 
been  much  used,  but  evidently  not  in  the  forest,  for 
the  soles  were  fresh.  The  fleet  little  feet  must  have 
■worn  them  during  the  imprisonment  at  the  time  when 
she  "  sprang  through  the  rooms  as  though  fleeing  from 
pursuers,  beating  her  delicate  breast." 

"  Look,  Elsie,  now  we  know,  too,  whence  you  come 
with  your  fragile  waist  and  the  feet  that  trip  over  the 
grass-blades  without  their  breaking,"  said  her  uncle. 
"  You  are  just  such  a  forest  butterfly  as  your  ancestor  ; 
you,  too,  would  beat  your  brow  against  the  walls  if 
you  were  shut  in.  It's  gypsy  blood  in  your  veins, 
though  you  were  ten  times  Gold  Elsie,  with  a  skin 
white  as  a  snowdrift.  There,  put  on  the  things  ;  you 
will  see  at  once  that  you  can  dance  in  them  perfectly 
well" 
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H*>  offered  her  the  shoes. 

"  Oh,  no,  uncle,"  said  Elizabeth,  with  a  deprecating 
v^icc  and  gesture.  "  They  are  relics.  I  could  never 
profane  them  so  without  fearing  Jost's  black,  wrathful 
eyes  upon  me." 

Frau  Ferber  and  Miss  Mertens  took  the  same  view 
of  the  matter,  and  the  former  was  of  the  opinion  that 
the  closet  with  all  its  contents  should  be  placed  in 
some  dry,  safe  spot,  where  it  might  stand  unharmed  as 
a  family  relic  until  it  met  its  fate — that  of  utter  destruc- 
tion. 

"  Well,  upon  this  point  reverence  may  have  its  way," 
said  Eeinhardt ;  "  but  if  I  may  express  an  opinion,  I 
think  differently  upon  this  subject." 

He  opened  the  casket.  The  ray  of  sunlight  that 
feH  upon  the  contents  came  back  in  a  thousandfold 
lightning,  and  dazzled  all  eyes.  Eeinhardt  took  out 
a  necklace.  It  was  very  broad  and  of  wonderful 
workmanship. 

"  These  are  diamonds  of  the  first  water,"  he  observed. 
The  necklace  was  studded  with  precious  stones.  "  And 
these  rubies  must  have  glowed  superbly  from  the  dark 
locks  of  the  gypsy  beauty,"  he  continued,  lifting  from 
the  velvet  cushion  two  pins  whose  heads  were  formed 
of  flowers  composed  of  red  stones.  From  the  flower 
calyx  dangled  delicate  chains,  holding  in  each  movable 
link  a  tiny  ruby. 

"With  a  smile  Elizabeth  placed  a  superb  agraffe  upon 
her  brow. 

"  You  think  we  should  dispense  with  reverence 
here,  Herr  Eeinhardt,"  she  asked,  turning  to  him, 
"  and  bedeck  ourselves  with  these  objects  without 
further  consideration  %     What  my  white'  mull  dress 
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would  have  to  say  if  I  should  suggest  its  one  day 
appearing  in  such  distinguished  company  I  do  not 
know." 

"  The  stones  are  incomparably  becoming  to  you," 
replied  Bernhardt,  with  a  smile,  "  but  a  bunch  of  fresh 
flowers  would  suit  the  mull  dress  better,  certainly.  1 
would  therefore  advise  that  you  let  the  jeweler  melt 
these  stony  glories  into  ringing  coin." 

Ferber  nodded  assent. 

"  What,  Keinhardt,"  cried  Miss  Mertens,  "you  think 
they  should  sell  these  family  pieces  ?" 

"  Assuredly,"  he  replied.  "  It  were  sinful  as  well  as 
foolish  to  let  such  a  capital  lie  unused.  The  stones 
alone  are  worth  well  unto  seven  thousand  thalers. 
Then  there  are  these  very  fine  pearls  and  the  wrought 
gold,  and  all  taken  together,  it  makes  a  very  pretty 
little  sum." 

"  Zounds  !"  shouted  the  forester,  surprised.  "  Let 
them  go  on  the  spot.  Look,  Adolph,"  he  continued, 
more  gently,  throwing  his  arm  about  his  brother's 
shoulder,  "  Heaven  has  squared  the  account  with  you. 
I  told  you  at  once  things  would  go  better  here  in 
Thuringia,  though  it  did  not  occur  to  me  that,  all  at 
once,  eight  thousand  thalers  would  be  turning  up  in 
your  dwelling,  as  it  were." 

"  For  me  ?"  cried  Ferber,  amazed.  "  Have  not  you, 
as  the  elder  brother,  sole  claim  to  the  treasure-trove  ?" 

"Not  I,  indeed !  What  should  I  do  with  the  Mam- 
mon's rubbish  ?  Shall  I  begin  to  loan  capital  in  my 
old  days  ?  That  never  could  occur  to  me.  I  have 
neither  chick  nor  child,  receive  an  excellent  salary, 
and  when  my  old  bones  begin  to  stiffen  I  have  a 
pension  that,  with  the  best  intentions,  I  shall  not  be 
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able  to  spend.  So  I  dispense  with  ray  right  of  primo- 
geniture in  behalf  of  the  golden-haired  lass  there,  and 
our  Ernst,  the  rogue,  the  scion  of  our  house.  I  don't 
want  even  a  mess  of  pottage  for  it,  for  Sabine  says 
game  does  not  taste  well  with  the  stuff.  Out  of  my 
way  !"  he  exclaimed,  shielding  his  neck  with  his  hands, 
as  Frau  Ferber  arose,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  to  give 
him  her  hand,  and  his  brother,  with  deep  emotion, 
tried  to  convince  him.  "  You  would  do  much  better, 
dear  sister-in-law,  if  you  would  care  for  a  cup  of  coffee 
for  me.  That  is  really  a  crying  shame !  Four  o'clock, 
and  not  a  drop  of  the  accustomed  beverage,  for  the 
sake  of  which  I  dragged  myself  up  here." 

He  accomplished  his  object  to  perfection — which 
was  to  make  an  end  of  the  thanks,  for  Frau  Ferber 
hastened  away  with  Elizabeth  into  the  house,  and  the 
rest  laughed.  It  was  but  a  short  time  before  the  com- 
pany upon  the  terrace  sat  gathered  around  the  fragrant 
brown  beverage. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  the  forester,  leaning  comfortably 
back  in  the  chair.  "  When  I  got  up  this  morning,  I 
little  thought  I  should  go  to  bed  a  Herr  von  Gnade- 
witz.  I  shall  get  a  new  grace,  too,  in  my  profession. 
The  brown  sheet  there,  with  its  crooked  letters,  has 
made  me  forestermaster  without  a  doubt,  and  that  is 
more  than  thirty  years  of  honest  service  have  succeeded 
in  doing.     As  soon  as  his  serene  highness  appears  in 

L I  shall  make  my  bow  and  present  myself  as  the 

owner  of  the  new  name.     Heigho !  how  their  eyes  will 
open  down  there !" 

At  these  words  a  peculiar  side-glance  rested  upon 
Elizabeth,  while  the  speaker  enveloped  his  own  face 
in  a  sudden  cloud  of  smoke  with  a  couple  of  mighty 
puffs. 
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"  Uncle,"  expostulated  the  girl,  "  you  may  call  your- 
self what  you  please,  I  know  you  do  not  think  of 
patching  up  the  shattered  Gnadewitz  arms." 

"  But  I  do  not  see  why.  It  is  a  very  pretty 
escutcheon,  with  chevrons,  stars " 

"And  a  wheel  smeared  with  blood,"  interrupted 
Elizabeth.  "  God  save  us  from  doing  as  they  do,  who 
dig  up  the  sins  of  their  ancestors  to  prove  the  ancient 
origin  of  their  lineage,  and  make  the  nobility  ignoble. 
There  is  no  greater  nonsense  in  the  world.  It  seems  to 
me  the  shades  of  all  the  people  tortured  and  oppressed 
through  life  by  that  haughty,  merciless  race  must  arise 
to  accuse  us  if  the  name  should  be  revived,  under  which, 
through  centuries,  every  form  of  cruelty  has  been 
exercised.  When  I  compare  the  two  fathers — the  real 
one,  who  meanly  fled  from  life,  without  for  a  moment 
considering  that  his  poor  child  had  sacred  claims  upon 
him,  and  the  poor  servant  who  adopted  the  helpless 
outcast,  mercifully  took  it  to  his  heart,  and  gave  it  his 
honorable  name — I  know  who  was  the  noble,  and  whose 
name  deserves  to  live.  And  how  much  suffering  yonder 
arrogant  race  has  cause  my  poor,  dear  little  mother  !" 

"Yes,  yes,"  confirmed  Frau  Ferber,  with  a  sigh. 
"  First  of  all,  I  have  it  to  thank  for  a  stormy,  joyless 
childhood  ;for  my  mother  was  a  lovely,  amiable  woman 
of  civil  rank,  whom  my  father  had  married  against  the 
will  of  his  relatives.  This  so-called  mesalliance  became 
a  source  of  endless  insults  and  sufferings  for  the  poor 
civilian.  My  father  had  not  strength  of  will  enough 
to  break  with  the  proud  main  line  of  the  Gnadewitz 
family  and  live  for  his  wife  alone.  Out  of  this  weak- 
ness there  arose  countless  conflicts  between  my 
parents,  which  could  not  be  concealed  from  me.     And 
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we,"  she  reached  her  hand  across  the  table  to  her 
husband — "  we  shall  never  forget  the  conflicts  we 
passed  through  before  we  could  belong  to  our  own  two 
selves.  I  never  should  wish  to  return  to  the  proud 
caste  which,  in  order  to  meet  the  requirements  of  out- 
ward pomp  and  splendor,  treads  down  mercilessly 
whatever  human  feeling  comes  in  its  way." 

"  And  you  shall  not,  Marie,"  her  husband  said  sooth- 
ingly, with  a  smile  and  a  pressure  of  the  hand.  He 
cast  a  side-glance  at  his  brother,  who  was  puffing 
huge  smoke-clouds  about  his  face  and  trying  in  vain  to 
wrinke  his  brow. 

"  Alas  !  for  my  beautiful  principles,"  he  said  at  last, 
with  mock  melancholy.  "Elsie,  you  are  cruel  and 
foolish.  You  do  not  reflect  what  a  superb  life  I  could 
arrange  for  you  all  if  I  were  but  forestermaster  and 
you  a  gracious  Fraulein.     Now,  is  not  that  enticing  ?" 

Elizabeth  shook  her  head,  smiling,  but  decided. 

"  And  who  knows,"  chimed  in  Miss  Mertens,  "  before 
one  could  look  around  some  high-born  knight  of  ancient 
lineage  would  be  knocking  at  Castle  Gnadeck  to 
carry  off  Gold  Elsie  of  high  degree  as  his  gracious 
lady  ?" 

"  And  you  think  I  would  go  with  him  ?"  asked  Eliza- 
beth passionately,  her  cheeks  glowing. 

"  Why  not,  if  you  loved  him  ?" 

"  Never,"  said  the  young  girl,  almost  choking,  "  even 
if  I  loved  him.  I  should  be  all  the  unhappier  for  hav- 
ing to  believe  that  the  halo  of  my  name  had  fallen 
heavier  in  the  scales  than  my  own  heart ;  that  in  the 
eyes  of  that  man  all  effort  for  mental  elevation  and 
moral  activity  was  less  than  the  phantom  which 
wretched  men  had  decked  out  with  tinsel." 
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Frau  Ferber  looked  with  amazement  at  her  daughter, 
whose  face  suddenly  showed  a  high  degree  of  emotion. 

The  forester,  on  the  contrary,  clutched  his  pipe 
firmly  between  his  teeth  and  clapped  his  hands 
vigorously. 

"  Elsie,  my  golden  girl,"  he  shouted  at  last,  "  give 
me  your  hand.  You're  a  brave  fellow  through  and 
through.  Yes,  I  say,  too,  heaven  defend  us  from  in- 
creasing  the  number  of  those  who  give  up  an  honorable 
name  for  personal  gain.  How  is  it,  Adolph  ?  We'll 
not  give  the  lie,  I  take  it,  to  the  parish  register  in  the 
little  Silesian  village  church  where  we  were  christened, 
We  shall  go  on  writing  our  name  as  it  stands  written 
there." 

"  And  as  it  has  faithfully  accompanied  us  for  half  a 
century  in  joy  and  sorrow,"  added  Ferber,  by  way  oi 
confirmation,  "  the  document  I'll  preserve  for  our  scion 
here,"  and  he  laid  his  hand  upon  Ernst's  curly  pate> 
"  until  he  has  formed  a  mature  judgment  of  his  own. 
I  must  not  decide  now  for  him  ;  but  I  shall  know  how 
so  to  guide  him  that  he  will  one  day  prefer  going  his 
own  way  with  his  own  strength  to  lying  idly  upon  the 
bed  of  old  traditions  and  injustices,  to  enjoy  advan- 
tages which  should  be  solely  the  reward  of  noble  effort. 
The  Gnadewitzes  in  their  long  career  have  given  the 
world  naught  and  taken  all  they  could  get.  Let  them 
molder  in  their  tomb  and  their  undeservedly  famous 
name  with  them." 

"  Lila  !"  exclaimed  the  forester,  and  put  out  his  pipe. 
He  arose.  "  Now  let  us  go,"  he  said  to  his  brother, 
"  and  consult  the  pastor  of  Lindhof.  The  place  under 
the  linden  in  our  beautiful  churchyard  pleases  me  a 
thousand  times  better  than  the  three  dusty  walls  up 
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there,  between  which  the  mother  of  our  race  has  had 
to  rest  so  many  years.  And  to  keep  the  cold,  heavy 
earth  from  touching  her  we  can  have  the  grave  lined 
with  masonry  and  covered  with  a  stone." 

Accompanied  by  Reinhardt  and  Ferber  he  departed, 
and  while  Frau  Ferber  and  Miss  Mertens  conveyed  the 
casket  to  a  place  of  safety,  Elizabeth  climbed  the 
ladder  up  the  jutty,  pushed  the  boards  aside,  and 
slipped  down  into  the  hidden  room.  A  thin  ray  of 
evening  sunshine  fell  from  the  ruby-red  glass  of  the 
window,  casting  a  bloodstain,  as  it  seemed,  upon  the 
name  Lila.  The  young  girl  stood  a  long  time,  with 
bowed  head  and  folded  hands,  near  the  lonely  shrine 
of  death,  in  which  that  ardent  heart  had  slept  from  the 
moment  its  woe  ceased  and  died  away  in  the  stillness 
of  the  grave.  Centuries  had  flown.  They  had  carried 
away  all  the  bewitching  charm  of  the  brief  existence, 
the  stormy  feelings  through  which  it  had  found  its 
destruction,  as  though  they  had  never  existed.  And 
still  the  young  heart  that  beat  uneasily  in  the  midst  of 
the  silent  chamber  of  death  believed  its  own  storms 
could  never  die  away. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

The  event  at  Gnadeck  was  rumored  at  Lindhof  be- 
fore Reinhardt  reached  home.  The  masons  on  their 
homeward  way  had  related  the  wonderful  story  to  a 
servant  in  the  park,  whereupon,  passing  from  lip  to 
lip,  it  reached  with  lightning  speed  the  ladies  of  the 
house,  and  produced  almost  the  effect  of  a  bomb  ex- 
ploding in  the  room. 

It  was  a  favorite  theme  with  the  Baroness  Lessen  to 
prove  the  infallible  manifestation  of  blue  blood.  She 
maintained  that  by  means  of  a  very  sensitive  organiza- 
tion she  invariably  recognized  the  presence  of  the 
favored  stream  of  vital  fluid,  even  in  persons  whose 
name  she  did  not  know.  It  followed  logicallv  that 
she  recognized  every  noble  drop  accidentally  spilt  in 
plebeian  veins.  Hence  she  always  readily  admitted 
that  the  "  little  Ferber  "  had  something  distinguished 
about  her,  as  the  undeniable  heritage  of  her  nobly- 
born  mother.  The  same  infallible  voice,  however,  had 
always  been  still  as  a  mouse  touching  the  forester,  so 
that  the  baroness  had  never  dreamed  of  thanking  him 
for  his  greetings  otherwise  than  with  the  nod  pre- 
scribed for  those  of  low  degree.  Indeed,  in  her  just 
wrath  that  this  unpolished  man  and  scorner  of  the 
divine  behest  should  forbid  his  niece  Bertha  to  visit 
further  the  Bible  lessons  at  the  castle,  she  had  fre- 
quently gone  so  far  as  to  assert  that  any  one  might  see 
his  descent  in  a  hundred  paces.     And  now  this  very 
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man  had  given  the  lie  to  her  often  tried  instinct  for 
aristocratic  qualities.  He  was  a  scion  of  a  famous 
race,  bearer  of  a  name  surrounded  by  the  halo  of 
feudal  splendor  back  to  the  remotest  times. 

True,  she  could  calm  herself  with  the  reflection  that 
tne  noble  blood  had  become  unrecognizable  in  conse- 
quence of  the  civil  marriages  of  two  hundred  years. 
She  spoke  emphatically  of  this  to  Fraulein  von  Walde, 
who,  lying  silent  upon  her  couch,  watched  the 
baroness'  excitement  with  a  delicately  contemptuous 
smile.  Was  it  personal  interest  for  the  Ferber  family, 
or  a  more  unprejudiced  standpoint  on  the  part  of  the 
younger  lady,  that  made  her  rejoice  that  her  cousin 
should  have  this  lesson?  Whatever  it  was  she 
straightened  herself  up  and  said,  not  without  a  slight 
shade  of  sharpness :  "  Pardon  me,  Amalie,  that  is  a 
slight  error.  I  happen  to  know  that  the  wife  of  Fer- 
ber is  not  the  only  one  of  noble  birth  who  has  married 
into  the  family.  They  are  a  handsome,  gifted  race 
from  the  memory  of  man,  and  their  personal  qualities 
have  several  times  carried  off  the  palm  from  mere 
advantages  of  birth.  It  is  very  probable  that  there 
are  no  more  plebeian  marriages  to  be  counted  upon 
their  family  tree  than  upon  that  of  the  good  Lessen, 
and  you  surely  will  not  maintain  that  there  is  no 
genuine  noble  blood  in  Bella's  veins  !" 

A  faint  blush  flickered  over  the  sallow  face  of  the 
noblewoman,  and  it  was  anything  but  a  gentle  and 
loving  glance  that  she  darted  through  her  half-closed 
lids  at  the  young  speaker.  But  an  appeasing  smile 
appeared  almost  instantly  upon  her  lips.  To  her 
horror  she  had  felt  the  earth  trembling  beneath  her 
feet  several  times  since  yesterday.     It  was  a  dreadful 
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discovery  for  her  to  meet  opposition  just  where  she 
had  enjoyed  for  a  whole  year  blind  submission  and 
complete  devotion. 

She  was,  moreover,  quite  right  in  attributing  the 
change  less  to  the  evil  influence  of  von  Walde  and 
more  to  her  own  son,  who  had  been  behaving  himself 
most    extraordinarily   for    several    days    past,   since 
Ilelene's  was  at  bottom  a  thoroughly  noble  nature, 
capable  of  enthusiasm  for  the  good  and  noble,  and  in- 
spired by  the  best  intentions.     But  from  her  earliest 
childhood  she  had  been  accustomed  to  regard  herself 
as  the  central  point  of  universal  tender  care  and  con- 
sideration.    In  spite  of  her  physical  defects  she  had 
never  known   the    bitterness  of  being  slighted.     To 
make  her  forget  the  weakness,  every  one  had  always 
taken  pains  to  show  her  redoubled  attention.     Know- 
ing very  well  that  she  could  never  fulfill  her  destiny 
as  a  wife,  she  had,  nevertheless,  opened  her  heart,  so 
rich  in  tenderness,  exultantly  to  her  first  love,  and 
though  she  might  with  bitter  tears  reproach  nature 
for  the  negligence  shown  her  and  the  destruction  of 
her  life's  happiness,  yet  Hollfeld's  unfailing  attention, 
his  constant  presence   at  Lindhof,  single  tender  words 
dropped   now  and  then,   had  all   been  calculated  to 
strengthen  her  opinion.     Now  he  had  become  insult- 
ingly distrait,   and   neglected   her   in   an   unheard-of 
manner.      She    suffered     unspeakably.      Her    whole 
nature    rebelled;   her  wounded   womanly  dignity,  a 
hitherto  unknown  violent  anger,  and  her  inexpressible 
love,  were  struggling  for  the  mastery.     She  was  far 
from  reaching  that  stage  of   resignation  and  forgive- 
ness which  noble  and  generous  natures  must  sooner  or 
later  reach.     She  grew  bitter  and  passionate,  and  these 
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emotions  revealed  themselves  less  to  him  who  hurt 
her  than  they  wreaked  themselves,  with  a  certain  satis- 
faction, upon  her  whose  tyranny  the  young  girl  had 
borne  unresistingly  for  the  sake  of  her  love. 

Hollfeld  had  been  reading  aloud  to  the  ladies,  when 
the  old  lady's  maid  entered  the  room  under  the  pre- 
text of  some  unimportant  announcement,  and  at  once 
related  the  wonderful  events  at  Castle  Gnadeck.  If 
Helene  had  not  been  gazing  absorbedly  at  the  narra- 
tor she  must  have  seen  the  sudden  transformation  in 
her  cousin's  face.  He  was  listening  breathlessly,  with 
an  expression  of  the  intensest  satisfaction.  The 
treasure-trove  had  increased  in  the  telling  to  incalcu- 
lable wealth,  and  the  coffin  of  the  beauty  had  been 
transmuted  to  pure  silver. 

Tte  baroness,  too,  had  failed  to  observe  the  con- 
spicuous change  in  her  hitherto  sullen  son,  and  logically 
darted  a  resentful  glance  at  him,  in  consequence  of 
Helene's  bitter  snub.  She  was,  however,  greatly 
amazed  to  see  him  move  nearer  to  Helene.  He 
straightened  her  pillow  and  pushed  the  flower  vase 
nearer  so  that  she  might  have  more  benefit  of  their 
fragrance. 

"  Helene  is  quite  right,  mamma,"  he  said,  giving  the 
sick  girl  a  friendly  look  that  was  immediately  answered 
by  a  happy  smile.  "  You  certainly  must  not  question 
the  nobility  of  the  family." 

Dreadful  as  was  the  thought  that  persons  who  had 
hitherto  stood  so  far  beneath  her  would  now  rank  with 
her  and  even  far  surpass  her  in  the  matter  of  wealth, 
the  baroness  was  clever  enough  to  suppress  the  bitter 
retort  which  rose  to  her  lips  and  satisfy  herself  with 
the  observation  that  the  story  sounded  fabulous  and 
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incredible,  and  must  not  be  taken  too  literally.  She 
must  hear  from  a  more  competent  eyewitness  than 
£he  two  masons  before  deciding  to  credit  it. 

The  competent  eyewitness  passed  beneath  the  win- 
dow at  that  moment  in  the  person  of  Eeinhardt 
returning  from  the  mountain.  He  smiled  when  sum- 
moned instantly  to  Fraulein  von  Walde,  for  he  saw 
from  the  servant's  inquisitive  question  that  the  discov- 
ery at  Castle  Gnadeck  was  already  known  in  the 
castle,  and  that  he  was  called  to  the  ladies  to  report. 
He  was  assailed  with  questions  by  Helene  the  moment 
he  entered.  He  told  her  in  his  quiet  way,  and  it 
amused  him  beyond  measure  to  discern  the  intense 
curiosity  and  exasperation  that  animated  the  baroness' 
questions,  negligent  and  indifferent  as  they  were 
meant  to  appear. 

"  Can  the  Ferbers  really  assume  the  old  name  upon 
the  strength  of  that  scrap  of  paper  ?"  she  asked,  draw- 
ing a  dahlia  out  of  the  vase  and  smelling  it. 

"I  should  like  to  know  who  could  contest  their 
right  ?"  replied  Reinhardt.  "  It  is  only  necessary  to 
prove  that  they  are  descendants  of  the  foundling  Hans 
Jost  von  Gnadewitz,  and  that  they  can  do  at  any 
moment." 

The  lady  rested  her  head  upon  the  high  back  of 
her  armchair  and  let  her  eyelids  fall  as  if  weary  or 
bored. 

"  And  the  discovered  treasures  of  Golconda,  are  they 
really  as  immeasurable  as  rumor  makes  them  ?"  she 
inquired.  Her  tone  was  meant  to  be  contemptuous, 
but  Reinhardt's  fine  ear  detected  with  great  satisfac- 
tion an  unqualified  interest  and  something  very  much 
like  secret  fear.     He  smiled. 
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"  Immeasurable  !"  he  repeated.  "  In  such  matters 
it  depends  very  much  upon  the  standard  by  which 
they  are  measured.  I  cannot  form  an  opinion."  He 
could  have  done  so  very  well,  as  we  know,  but  he  un- 
gallantly  decided  that  the  slight  excitement  could  do 
the  lady  no  harm. 

The  examination  would  probably  have  lasted  longer 
if  Bella  had  not  burst  in  the  room  in  her  excited,  eager 
way.  "Mamma,  the  new  governess  has  come!"  she 
cried  breathlessly,  and  tossed  back  her  curls,  which 
had  fallen  over  her  face.  "  Pshaw,  she  is  uglier  than 
Miss  Mertens  !"  she  continued,  without  in  the  least 
considering  the  presence  of  Bernhardt,  who  was  stand- 
ing close  to  her.  "  She  has  a  scarlet  ribbon  on  her 
hat  and  her  mantle  is  more  old-fashioned  than  Frau 
von  Lehr's.  I  certainly  shall  not  go  out  with  her, 
mamma,  you  may  depend  upon  that !"  The  baroness 
covered  her  ears  with  her  hands. 

"  Child,  for  Heaven's  sake,  I  beg  of  you  not  so  loud," 
she  groaned ;  "  your  voice  cuts  into  my  very  marrow  ; 
and  what  a  silly  speech,"  she  added  sternly.  "  You 
will  have  to  go  out  with  Mademoiselle  Janin  when  I 
desire  it." 

This  reproof,  spoken  with  considerable  vigor,  in 
consequence  of  which  Bella  was  somewhat  discon- 
certed, let  her  under  lip  hang  down  sulkily,  and 
secretly  tore  a  piece  of  fringe  from  the  sofa,  was 
caused  by  the  period  of  so-called  martyrdom  whicii 
had  followed  Miss  Mertens'  departure.  The  baroness 
had  been  compelled  to  take  charge  of  Bella  for  the 
interval,  and  that  was,  as  she  asseverated,  a  mortal 
assault  upon  her  nerves.  To  Friiulein  von  Walde  she 
maintained,  of  course,  that  she  had  to  suffer  for  Miss 
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Mertens'  educational  sins,  but  in  her  heart  of  hearts 
she  found  that  her  small  daughter  reproduced  with 
striking  resemblance  all  the  characteristics  of  the 
deceased  Lessen,  among  which  an  unconquerable 
obstinacy  and  a  determined  proclivity  to  an  uninter- 
rupted dolce  far  niente  were  conspicuous.  She  was, 
however,  far  from  thinking  that  any  injustice  had 
been  done  Miss  Mertens.  That  person  had  always 
accepted  her  salary  as  educator.  It  followed,  of  course, 
that  she  was  to  remove  all  faults  of  her  pupil, 
naturally  without  opposing  any  wish  or  theory  of  the 
mother,  or  punishing  the  child  upon  her  own  responsi- 
bility. The  maternal  insight  into  Bella's  character 
produced  absolutely  no  benefits  for  the  new  govern- 
ess, whose  coming  was  painfully  longed  for — the 
unfortunate  Frenchwoman,  with  the  color  of  joy  upon 
her  bonnet,  had  surely  no  presentiment  in  her  heart 
of  the  joyless  days  that  awaited  her.  For  the  moment, 
however,  her  coining  lifted  a  load  from  the  baroness' 
heart,  and  that  lady  desired  nothing  less  than  an 
immediate  conflict  between  teacher  and  pupil ;  hence 
the  reproof  for  Bella's  pertness. 

The  lady  arose  and  proceeded  to  her  rooms,  accom- 
panied by  her  angry  daughter,  to  look  at  the  new- 
comer. Reinhardt  was  instantly  dismissed  by  Fraulein 
von  Walde. 

"  Shall  I  go  on  reading,  Helene  ?"  asked  Hollfeld  in 
an  obliging  tone,  taking  up  the  paper  again  when  the 
trio  had  left  the  room. 

"Later,"  she  replied  hesitatingly,  fixing  her  eyes 
upon  him  searchingly,  but  with  anxious  embarrass- 
ment. "  I  wished  to  ask  you,  now  that  we  are  alone, 
to  tell  me  what  has  made  you  so  distrait  for  several 


286  GOLD  ELSIE. 

days  past.  You  know,  Emil,  that  it  wounds  me  un- 
speakably when  you  refuse  to  let  me  share  what  pains 
you  or  gives  you  pleasure.  You  know,  too,  that  it  is 
not  idle  curiosity  that  makes  me  wish  to  pry  into  your 
affairs,  but  true,  warm  interest  for  yoxiY  welfare.  You 
see  that  I  suffer  keenly  under  your  cold  reserve.  Tell 
me  frankly,  what  have  I  unwittingly  done  that  you 
should  no  longer  find  me  worthy  of  your  confidence  ?" 

She  stretched  out  her  hands  as  though  beseeching 
him.  A  stone  might  have  taken  pity  at  the  inexpress- 
ibly gentle,  melancholy  ring  in  her  voice. 

Hollfeld  twisted  the  rustling  newspaper  between  his 
fingers.  He  bowed  his  head  and  persistently  avoided 
meeting  the  clear,  frank  gaze  of  the  young  girl.  An 
experienced  student  of  human  nature  would  have  seen 
in  his  attitude  and  in  the  eyes  that  glanced  hither  and 
yon  under  their  half-closed  lips  a  mean  schemer  de- 
liberately weighing  which  of  two  actions  might  prove 
most  profitable.  But  for  an  innocent  loving  girl's  heart 
the  tall  figure  leaning  a  trifle  forward  with  its  handsome 
face  beneath  the  blond  wavy  hair,  was  far  more  like 
a  meditating  Apollo. 

"  You  have  my  confidence,  Helene,"  he  said  after  a 
minute's  pause ;  "  I  confide  in  you  alone."  Helene's 
eyes  shone  at  the  words  ;  the  poor  girl  was  proud  of 
the  distinction.  "  But  there  are  rude  necessities  which 
we  do  not  like  to  confess  to  ourselves,  to  say  nothing 
of  summoning  courage  to  speak  of  them." 

The  girl  rested  herself  into  an  upright  position,  hurt 
and  unspeakably  anxious.  "  I  am  obliged,"  continued 
Hollfeld  haltingly,  "  to  make  a  decision  which  is  terri- 
bly painful  and  has  been  weighing  upon  me  for  several 
days." 
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He  raised  his  eyes  at  this  juncture  to  see  what  im- 
pression his  words  had  produced.  Helene  had  evidently 
no  presentiment  of  what  he  wished  to  say  to  her,  for 
she  did  not  change  her  position,  and  seemed  to  wish  to 
read  his  words  as  they  formed  upon  his  lips.  He  was 
obliged  to  proceed  without  assistance. 

"You  know,  Helene,"  he  continued  slowly,  "that 
for  a  year  past  I  have  had  endless  trouble  with  my 
housekeepers.  They  leave  me  before  I  know  it,  and  I 
cannot  master  the  difficulty.  The  last  one,  who  had 
been  scarcely  a  fortnight  in  my  employ,  left  the  day 
before  yesterday.  I  am  beside  myself,  for  it  is  most 
expensive  to  be  constantly  changing.  My  estate  has 
lost  all  charm  in  consequence  of  it." 

"  You  are  thinking  of  selling  Odenburg  ?"  interrupted 
Helene  eagerlv. 

"  Nay,  that  were  folly,  for  it  is  one  of  the  prettiest 
estates  in  Thuringia  ;  but  I  am  compelled  to  find  some 
other  alternative.  There  seems  to  be  nothing  left  for 
me  but  to  marry." 

If  some  power  had  suddenly  seized  the  young  lady 
to  hurl  her  into  a  bottomless  abyss  her  face  would  not 
have  expressed  more  terrified  surprise,  more  utter 
horror,  than  at  that  moment.  She  opened  her  white 
lips,  but  no  sound  issued  from  them,  and  incapable  of 
mastering  her  agony,  she  suddenly  buried  her  face  in 
her  hands  and  sank  back,  moaning,  among  her  pillows. 
Hollfeld  sprang  to  her  side,  and  took  both  her  hands 
in  his. 

"  Helene,"  he  whispered  tenderly,  and  succeeded 
admirably  in  the  attempt,  "  shall  I  go  on  speaking,  and 
show  you  the  sore  spot  in  my  heart  ?  You  know  only 
too  well  that  I  love  you,  and  that  this  passion  will 
remain  the  first  and  only  one  for  my  whole  life  !" 
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His  tongue  did  not  cleave  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth 
at  this  miserable  lie  ;  he  even  succeeded  in  assuming 
such  an  insinuating  tone  as  greatly  increased  Helene's 
excitement.  If  some  good  angel  had  whispered  to  the 
poor  girl  to  open  her  eyes  just  once,  the  agony  of  dis- 
appointment would  have  been  inevitable,  for  the  glance 
which  at  those  words  glided  over  her  crippled  figure 
was  superlatively  contemptuous.  But  in  her  indigna- 
tion she  might  have  found  strength  to  escape  the  toils 
of  the  odious  egotist.  Her  eyes,  however,  remained 
closed,  as  though  she  would  shut  out  the  whole  outer 
world  to  luxuriate  solely  in  the  melody  of  that  voice, 
which  was,  for  the  first  time,  whispering  words  of 
love. 

"  Would  to  God  I  might  follow  the  dictates  of  my 
heart  and  yield  to  my  own  inclination,  for  though  my 
deepest  wish  remains  unfulfilled,  I  am,  nevertheless, 
happy  at  your  side,  in  your  presence,  dear  Helene. 
But  you  know  I  am  the  last  of  the  Hollfelds,  and  for 
this  alone  am  compelled  to  marry.  There  is  but  one 
means  of  lightening  this  heavy  sacrifice.  I  must  marry 
a  woman  who  knows  you." 

"  Oh,  tell  me  quickly  !"  cried  Helene,  in  an  outburst 
of  agony,  weeping  bitterly;  "you  have  made  your 
choice — my  presentiment  has  not  been  false — it  is 
Cornelia." 

"  The  Quittelsdorf  V  he  cried,  laughing.  "  That 
firefly  ?  No,  I  would  rather  intrust  my  possessions  to 
the  most  unmanageable  of  housekeepers.  What  would 
become  of  me  with  my  insignificant  income  if  I  had 
such  a  vain,  frivolous  wife  ?  Besides,  I  told  you,  and  I 
repeat  it  now  expressly,  that  I  have  made  no  choice. 
Let  me  go  on,  dear  Helene,  and  do  not  weep  so  bitterly  ; 
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you  rend  my  heart.  I  must  have  a  wife  who  knows 
you  and  loves  you — has  enough  simplicity  and  reason 
for  me  to  be  able  to  say  to  her :  My  heart  belongs  to 
another,  whom  I  cannot  marrv ;  be  her  friend  and 
mine." 

"  And  do  you  believe  any  one  would  agree  to  that  ?" 

"  Certainly,  if  she  loved  me." 

"  I  never,  never  could."  She  buried  her  face  in  her 
pillow,  sobbing  convulsively. 

Two  ugly  folds  suddenly  appeared  in  Hollf eld's 
waxed  brow.  He  compressed  his  lips,  and  for  a  moment 
the  color  left  his  cheeks.  He  was  evidently  very  angry. 
A  look  of  hatred  glowed  in  his  eye  as  it  rested  upon 
the  young  lady  who  was,  contrary  to  his  expectation, 
rendering  very  difficult  an  undertaking  that  he  had 
imagined  mere  play.  He  controlled  himself,  however, 
and  with  tender,  caressing  expression  raised  her  face 
from  her  pillows.  The  poor  creature  started  and 
trembled  under  this  hypocritical  touch,  and  let  her  head 
rest  passively  in  his  hands. 

"  You  would  abandon  me,  then,  Helene,"  he  asked 
sadly,  "  if  I  should  be  forced  to  take  this  painful  step  ? 
You  would  turn  from  me  and  leave  me  alone  with  an 
unloved  wife  ?" 

ShQ.  opened  her  eyes,  red  with  crying,  and  a  ray  of 
unspeakable  love  shot  forth  from  them.  He  had 
played  his  part  admirably,  and  knew  from  that  glance 
that  he  had  gained  ground. 

"  You  are  now  going  through  the  same  struggle 
which  I  have  experienced  during  the  past  few  days," 
he  continued,  "  before  I  came  to  a  final  decision.  The 
thought  may  be  dreadful  to  you,  for  the  moment,  that 
a  third  person  must  enter  into  our  beautiful  relation, 
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but  I  give  you  ray  word  that  it  shall  happen  in  no  dis- 
turbing way.  Think,  Helene,  how  much  more  I  can 
do  for  you  then  than  now.  You  can  come  to  Oden- 
burg  to  me,  and  I  shall  support  your  every  step, 
cherish  and  guard  you  as  the  apple  of  my  eye." 

Hollfeld  was  not  gifted,  but  he  was  sly  in  a  high 
degree,  and  managed  to  make  more  perhaps  of  that 
quality  than  many  another  would  have  done  with  pro- 
found thoughts.  His  wretched  victim  entered  his  net 
with  rent  and  bleeding  heart  and  utterly  annihilated 

will. 

"I  will  try  to  reconcile  myself  to  the  thought," 
whispered  Helene  almost  inaudibly.  "  But  what  sort 
of  a  being  must  she  be  who  will  tolerate  me,  and  whom 
I  am  finally  to  learn  to  love  as  a  sister  ?  Do  you  know 
any  such  lofty,  self-sacrificing  woman's  heart  ?" 

"  I  have  an  idea,  which  has  just  flashed  through  my 
mind.  But  it  is  wholly  immature.  I  reserve  it  to 
communicate  it  to  you  upon  more  quiet  reflection. 
But  first  you  must  calm  yourself,  dear  Helene.  Think 
of  it,  I  lay  the  choice  of  my  future  wife  exclusively  in 
your  hands.  It  rests  with  you  to  recognize  her  or 
reject  her." 

"  And  are  you  strong  enough  to  live  with  a  wife  to 
whom  your  heart  does  not  belong  ?" 

He  wisely  suppressed  a  smile  of  contempt,  for 
Helene's  eyes  were  fixed  upon  his  lips. 

"I  can  do  anything  that  I  determine  to  do,"  he 
replied,  "  and  your  presence  will  give  me  strength. 
But  I  have  one  request  to  make :  Say  nothing  of  this 
important  matter  to  my  mother.  She  likes,  as  you 
know,  to  have  a  finger  in  everything,  and  I  will  not, 
endure  her  guardianship.  She  will  be  informed  early 
enough  when  1  present  my  betrothed  to  her," 
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This  heartless,  undutiful  observation  would  nave 
filled  Helene  with  indignation  at  any  other  time,  but 
now  she  scarcely  heard  it.  Her  whole  feeling  was  one 
wild  tumult  at  sound  of  the  word  betrothed,  which, 
after  all,  connects  with  itself,  however  many  bitterly 
unhappy  betrothed  there  may  be  in  the  world,  the 
thought  of  bliss  and  youthful  hope. 

"  My  God  !"  she  sighed,  wringing  her  hands.  "  I 
have  always  hoped  not  to  live  to  pass  through  this,  not 
that  I  was  so  selfish  as  to  dream  of  your  going  through 
life  alone  for  my  sake,  but  I  thought  the  certain  short- 
ness of  my  life  might  determine  you  to  let  this  cup  of 
agony  pass  me  by,  that  you  might  perhaps  wait  until 
my  eyes  could  no  longer  behold  the  terrible  end." 

"  But,  Helene,  what  are  you  coming  to  ?"  shouted 
Hollfield,  suppressing  his  impatience  with  great  diffi- 
culty. "  Who  thinks  of  death  at  your  age  ?  We 
must  live,  live,  and  in  the  course  of  time  be  very 
happy.  That  is  what  I  certainly  hope  for.  Now  I 
will  leave  you.  Reflect  upon  the  matter,  and  you 
will  come  to  the  same  conclusion  which  I  have 
reached." 

He  pressed  her  hand  tenderly  to  his  lips,  breathed  a 
kiss  upon  her  brow,  which  he  had  never  done  before, 
took  his  hat  and  softly  left  the  room. 

Once  outside,  separated  from  the  heartbroken  girl 
by  the  door  only,  he  turned  upon  his  heel  with  an  evil 
smile.  How  unutterably  low  and  mean  he  looked  as 
he  did  so!  He  was  immoderately  pleased  with  his 
performance,  as,  an  hour  before,  his  heart  had  been 
full  of  rage.  His  passion  for  Elizabeth,  fanned  to  mad- 
ness by  the  girl's  resentment,  had  robbed  him  twice 
yesterday  of  all  his  boasted  self-command.     But  in  the 


292  GOLD  ELSIE. 

midst  of  all  the  fury  of  his  love  it  never  for  an  instant 
occurred  to  him  to  offer  Elizabeth  his  hand.  He  would 
have  called  himself  mad  to  entertain  such  a  project  for 
a  moment.  He  racked  his  brain  with  vile  plans  and 
propositions  for  overcoming  the  resistance  of  the 
forester's  daughter.  Suddenly  the  new  developments 
at  Gnadeck  directed  his  attention  to  a  wholly  new 
possibility.  The  young  girl  had  now  become  a  desirable 
partie,  rich  and  of  ancient  lineage.  No  wonder  that 
he  inwardly  exulted  at  the  news,  and  decided  instantly, 
in  a  moment  of  generous  impulse,  to  make  the 
bewitching  blossom  at  Gnadeck  happy  forever  with  a 
proposal  of  marriage. 

That  she  would  accept  the  honor  without  delay  was 
beyond  all  doubt ;  for  if  she  had  succeeded  in  repelling, 
for  a  time,  and  out  of  sheer  coquetry,  all  his  advances 
thus  far,  such  action  was  inconceivable  in  the  face  of 
the  possibility  of  becoming  the  envied  Frau  von  Holl- 
feld.  On  that  point  he  was  so  perfectly  clear  and  sure 
that  not  one  tiniest  cloud  of  doubt  darkened  the  allur- 
ing prospect.  It  was,  however,  not  alone  the  ardent 
desire  to  possess  Elizabeth  which  impelled  him  to  act 
as  speedily  as  possible.  He  was  well  aware  that  as 
soon  as  the  discoveries  in  the  ruin  became  known,  other 
wooers  would  be  knocking  at  the  portal,  seeking  the 
much-talked-of  beautiful  Gold  Elsie,  and  the  thought 
made  his  blood  boil.  Nevertheless,  the  execution  of 
his  plan  was  destined  to  meet  another  obstacle,  and 
that  in  the  person  of  Helene,  not  because  some  feeling 
of  pity  awakened  within  him  for  what  the  ardently 
loving,  unfortunate  girl  must  suffer  in  consequence  of 
the  step,  for  he  knew  no  mercy  ;  but  he  was  obliged 
to    reflect    upon     the    contingency    that    a     sudden 
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marriage  might  cost  him  the  estate  which  he  expected 
from  Helene.  He  must,  therefore,  be  cautious  and 
adroit.  We  have  seen  with  what  cold  blood  he 
exploited  the  deep,  blind  love  of  the  unhappy  girl, 
and  chained  her  to  himself  by  apparently  subjecting 
himself  to  her  in  the  weightiest  question  of  his  life. 

As  soon  as  he  had  left  the  room  Helene  staggered 
to  the  door  and  locked  it.  Then  only  did  she  give 
herself  up  to  utter  despair. 

"Who  does  not  know  those  torturing  hours  that 
follow  an  unexpected,  crushing  piece  of  news  that 
seems  to  descend  upon  us  out  of  the  clouds ;  those 
hours  in  which  the  human  being  would  fain  cry  aloud 
to  the  world  in  his  agony,  and  yet,  sorely  as  he  needs 
the  support  and  comfort  of  others,  seeks  darkness  and 
solitude  timidly,  as  though  hunted  down,  as  though 
light  and  sound  were  deadly  poison  for  his  smarting 
wound  ?  He  who  has  been  spared  the  tortures  which 
rend  a  harmoniously  ordered  life  out  of  its  even  tenor 
will  naturally  fail  to  understand  Ilelene's  collapsing 
upon  the  floor,  tearing  her  hair  in  despair,  tossing  her 
tiny,  fragile  frame  feverishly  about.  She  lived  and 
moved  and  had  her  being  wholly  in  that  glowing 
passion.  A  few  distrait  glances,  a  gloomy  reserve, 
lasting  a  few  days  on  the  part  of  the  beloved  one,  had 
sufficed  to  plunge  her  into  the  deepest  grief  and  make 
her  indifferent  to  an  event  which  in  former  times  would 
have  moved  her  sisterly  heart  to  its  depths.  How 
much  more  must  she  now  suffer  in  the  conviction  that  he 
was  lost  to  her  % 

Though  a  chaos  of  thoughts  burned  in  her  brain, 
she  was  incapable  of  grasping  even  one  of  them 
clearly.    The  humiliating  consciousness  of  her  physical 
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defect,  for  whose  sake  she  was  cast  out  of  the  longed- 
for  paradise ;  Hollfeld's  declaration  of  his  love,  open- 
ing heaven  and  hell  to  her  at  once ;  an  insane  jealousy 
of  her  whom  she  did  not  even  know,  who  was  destined 
one  day  to  stand  at  his  side,  clothed  in  all  the  rights 
of  his  wife ;  all  this  surged  and  stormed  within  her, 
and  threatened  to  snap  the  slender  thread  which  held 
soul  and  body  together. 

It  was  already  very  late  when  she  opened  the  door 
to  her  anxious  waiting-maid,  and  yielded  to  her 
repeated  entreaties  to  go  to  bed.  She  emphatically 
refused  a  visit  from  the  physician,  sent  word  to  the 
baroness,  who  desired  to  say  good-night  in  person, 
that  she  needed  the  most  unbroken  rest,  and  could  not 
be  disturbed,  and  passed  in  solitude  the  most  wretched 
night  of  her  life. 

She  became  somewhat  quieter,  i.  e.,  the  fearful 
tension  upon  her  nerves  relaxed  somewhat  when  the 
light  of  dawn  came  in  through  a  crack  in  the  curtain. 
A  slender  golden  ray  seemed  to  find  its  way  into  her 
soul  and  illuminate  that  which  she  had  left  untouched 
in  the  mad  tumult  of  her  thoughts.  She  began  to 
reflect  that  Hollfeld  was  acting  with  perfect  self- 
abnegation. 

.Though  the  necessity  of  his  marriage  had  always 
been  to  her  a  most  terrrible  thought,  she  had  never 
succeeded  in  disproving  to  her  own  mind  that  neces- 
sity. And  was  she  not  bound  to  recognize  the  fact 
that  her  thought  of  his  possibly  waiting  until  after  her 
death  had  found  no  place  in  his  mind  ?  Did  he  not 
make  a  heavy  sacrifice  for  her,  for  he  loved  her  alone, 
and  must  determine  to  bestow  himself  upon  another  ? 
Dared  she  make  the  fulfillment  of  a  sacred  duty  still 
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more  difficult  by  her  repining?  He  challenged  her  to 
tread  this  difficult  path  with  him ;  should  she  prove 
cowardly,  faint-hearted,  where  he  had  presupposed 
great  strength  of  will  in  her?  And  if  he  should  find 
a  wife  ready  to  be  content  with  but  mere  friendship 
where  she  might  well  demand  love,  how  could  she, 
Helene,  let  herself  be  surpassed  in  self-forgetful 
devotion  ? 

In  feverish  haste  she  seized  the  little  silver  bell  and 
called  her  maid  to  make  her  toilet.  Yes,  she  would 
renounce  everything,  she  would  be  strong ;  but  she 
thought  she  could  find  courage  and  strength  only  in 
the  face  of  perfect  certainty,  and  must,  therefore, 
learn  at  once  the  name  of  her  whom  Hollfeld  thought 
fitted  to  undertake  the  difficult  mission.  True,  she 
had  passed  in  review  all  the  unmarried  women  of  her 
acquaintance,  and  there  was  not  one  whom  she  had 
not  angrily  rejected. 

It  was  not  yet  the  hour  at  which  she  habitually 
breakfasted  with  the  baroness  and  von  Hollfeld  (her 
brother  persistently  absented  himself  from  these  re- 
unions), but  she  could  not  wait  longer,  and  feeling 
very  weak,  was  conveyed  in  her  roller-chair  to  the 
dining-room.  To  her  amazement  she  learned  from 
the  servant  who  was  preparing  the  table  that  the 
baroness  had  gone  to  walk  half  an  hour  before.  This 
was  a  rare  occurrence,  but  it  suited  the  young  lady's 
mood,  for  as  she  was  conveyed  to  one  of  the  window 
recesses  she  saw  Hollfeld  walking  up  and  down  one  of 
the  broad  gravel  spaces  before  the  window.  He  had 
no  idea  that  he  was  being  observed.  He  was  striding 
with  elastic  steps,  up  and  down.  Now  and  then  he 
placed  his  cigar  between  his  lips  with  evident  enjoy- 
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ment.  At  first  the  young  lady  was  painfully  surprised, 
and  would  not  at  all  admit  to  herself  that  the  appear- 
ance of  her  beloved  was  conspicuously  fresh  and  indi- 
cated a  cheerful  mood.  But  it  was  impossible  to 
detect  in  his  bearing,  in  every  motion,  even  in  the 
half-unconscious  smile  that  parted  his  lips  and  revealed 
his  beautiful  teeth,  any  other  expression  than  that  of 
youthful  satisfaction,  joy  in  life,  and  boundless  com- 
fort. There  was  not  a  trace  to  be  seen  of  that  struggle 
in  which  she  had  passed  the  night.  He  did  not  look  in 
the  least  like  a  victim  of  imperious  circumstances.  Or 
was  this  the  manifestation  of  great  force  of  character, 
strength  of  manly  determination  '(  These  must  both 
have  reached  a  height  bordering  upon  the  super- 
human. 

The  young  lady  frowned  gloomily. 

"  Emil !"  she  cried  passionately,  in  a  voice  almost 
harsh  in  its  pain. 

Hollfeld  started  visibly,  but  he  stood  with  one  bound 
beneath  the  window,  Avaving  his  hat  in  salutation. 

"  How  is  this  ?"  he  called.  "  You  here  already  ? 
May  I  come  up  ?" 

"  Yes."     The  tone  was  gentler  already. 

In  a  few  seconds  he  entered  the  dining-hall.  Helene 
had  more  ground  for  satisfaction  at  his  appearance 
now,  for  his  brow  was  sternly  grave.  He  threw  his 
hat  upon  the  table  and  drew  a  chair  toward  Helene. 
Drawing  both  her  hands  tenderly  toward  himself,  he 
looked  into  her  face.  He  seemed  pained  at  her  ashy 
face  and  the  startled  glance  that  met  his  own. 

"  You  look  very  badly,  Helene,"  he  said  sympathiz- 
ing^- 

"Do  you  wonder?"  she  replied,  unable  to  suppress 
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her  bitterness.  "  To  me  that  happy  equanimity  has, 
unfortunately,  been  denied,  by  means  of  which  one 
looks  out  upon  the  world,  cheerful  and  glad  to  be  alive, 
only  a  few  hours  after  a  heavy  trial.     I  envy  you." 

Her  eyes  rested  reproachfully  upon  his  fresh  face. 
He  inwardly  cursed  his  morning  promenade,  or  rather 
the  incautiousness  with  which  he  had  betrayed  his 
thought  of  Elizabeth  and  the  victory  he  would  win 
over  the  inexperienced  girl. 

"You  are  unjust,  Helene,"  he  replied  eagerly,  "if 
you  judge  from  my  outward  appearance.  Should  a 
man  weep  and  repine  when  he  must  submit  to  the 
inevitable  ?" 

"  You  seemed  very  far  removed  from  that." 

An  unspeakable  anger  took  possession  of  him.  This 
wretched  being  before  him,  who  ought,  in  view  of  her 
misshapen  body,  to  thank  God  if  one  mastered  one's 
feelings  enough  not  to  be  unfriendly  or  even  repellent, 
and  who  formerly  had  really  accepted  every  little  at- 
tention with  the  greatest  thankfulness,  had  now  sud- 
denly become  so  presumptuous  as  to  reproach  him. 
Although  he  had  spared  no  endeavor  to  convince  her 
of  his  boundless  love  for  her,  he  thought  it  infinite 
vanity  in  the  little  hunchback  to  imagine  that  she  could 
really  awaken  such  an  inclination.  And  he  remembered, 
too,  that  he  had  to  do  here  with  the  most  hard-headed 
obstinacy  and  a  sickening  sentimentality.  It  cost  him 
a  mighty  effort  to  restrain  himself,  but  he  succeeded, 
and  even  achieved  a  smile  with  a  tinge  of  melancholy 
that  gave  him  a  most  interesting  aspect. 

"When  you  hear  why  I  looked  cheerful,  you  will 
surely  repent  of  your  reproach,"  he  said.  "  I  was 
imagining  the  moment  when  I  shall  present  myself  to 
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your  brother  and  say,  '  Helene  has  decided  to  make 
one  of  my  family  for  the  future,'  and  I  do  not  deny 
that  I  thought  of  it  with  a  certain  satisfaction,  for  he 
has  always  looked  askance  at  my  love  for  you." 

Eeader,  they  say  that  love  is  blind ;  but  in  most 
cases  it  closes  its  eyes  voluntarily,  for  it  knows  it 
would  perish  if  it  but  looked,  and  against  annihilation 
love  struggles  even  more  despairingly  than  life  itself. 

Helene  made  an  effort  to  bring  his  representations 
into  harmony  with  his  recent  aspect,  and  made  them 
harmonize  admirably.  She  extended  her  hand  to  him 
with  a  breath  of  relief. 

il  I  believe  in  you,"  she  said  warmly.  "  The  loss 
of  that  belief  would  be  my  sentence  of  death.  Emil, 
you  must  never,  never  deceive  me,  not  even  if  you 
believe  it  to  be  for  my  good.  I  will  bear  painful  truth 
rather  than  carry  with  me  the  painful  suspicion  that 
you  are  not  direct  in  your  treatment  of  me.  I  have 
had  a  dreadful  night,  but  now  I  have  recovered  some- 
what, and  I  beg  you  to  tell  me  the  idea  of  which  you 
spoke  yesterday.  One  thing  I  feel  clearly — I  shall  not 
regain  my  equanimity  before  I  know  the  face  that  is 
to  stand  between  us  in  the  future.  Hitherto  this  being 
has  been  for  me  a  phantom,  and  I  believe  the  tortur- 
ing disquiet  that  consumes  me  lies  precisely  in  this 
uncertainty.  The  name,  then,  Emil,  I  beg  you  most 
urgently." 

Hollfeld's  eyes  were  roaming  about  the  floor  again. 
At  that  moment  the  matter  seemed  to  him  precarious. 

"  Do  you  know,  Helene,  that  it  is  for  me  an  open 
question  altogether  whether  I  ought  to  speak  of  the 
matter  to  you  to-day"?  You  are  far  from  well.  I  fear 
a  detailed  conversation  may  make  you  ill.    I  must  say, 
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too,  that  my  thought  of  yesterday,  as  I  reconsider  it, 
seems  to  me  most  practical.  It  would,  therefore,  be 
most  painful  to  me  to  have  you  fail  to  see  its  advan- 
tages because  of  your  own  excitement." 

"  That  I  certainly  shall  not  do !"  cried  Helene, 
straightening  herself  up  eagerly,  a  feverish  brilliancy 
making  her  eyes  gleam.  "  I  have  conquered  myself 
and  am  ready  to  subject  myself  to  the  inevitable.  I 
promise  you  to  be  wholly  impartial,  as  though  I  did 
not  love  you  myself."  She  blushed,  for  she  spoke  the 
words  for  the  first  time. 

"  Well  then,"  said  Hollfeld  hesitatingly,  and  he 
could  not  wholly  control  his  excitement,  "  what  do 
you  say  to  the  girl  at  Gnadeck  ?" 

"  Elizabeth  Ferber  ?"  exclaimed  Helene,  in  the  ut- 
most surprise. 

"  Elizabeth  von  Gnadewitz,"  corrected  von  Holl- 
feld. "  It  was  the  sudden  change  in  her  rank  which 
attracted  my  attention  to  the  little  girl.  Until  then  I 
had  thought  very  little  about  her,  and  only  her  modesty 
and  the  calmness  which  marks  her  features  had  struck 
me." 

"  What !  in  that  charming,  wonderful,  spirituelle 
creature,  had  you  noticed  nothing  but  her  calmness 
and  modesty?" 

"  Well,  yes,"  he  responded  indifferently,  "  I  remem- 
ber that  you  were  often  provoked  at  your  own  fingers, 
while  she  never  made  any  grimaces  whatever,  but 
began  again  patiently  from  the  beginning  until  you 
could  accompany  her.  That  pleased  me  even  then.  I 
think  her  a  very  placid  person,  and  that  my  future 
wife  must  be.  And  her  reverence  for  you  is  not  to  be 
mistaken,  which  fulfills  the  main  condition.   Moreover, 
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she  has  grown  up  in  very  cramped  circumstances,  and 
will  therefore  be  free  from  trying  claims  and  require- 
ments, and  will  readily  fit  into  her  situation.  I  be- 
lieve she  possesses  tact,  has  had  good  domestic  training, 
a  great  advantage,  and " 

Helene  had  sunk  back  among  her  pillows,  and 
covered  her  eyes. 

"  No,  no !"  she  cried,  rising  suddenly,  and  interrupt 
ing  his  eager  flow  of  commendation ;  "  not  that  poor, 
lovely  child  !     Elizabeth  deserves  to  be  loved." 

The  sudden  howling  of  a  dog  interrupted  her  and 
made  her  utter  a  cry  of  terror.  Hollfeld  had  trodden 
upon  the  paw  of  his  Diana,  who  had  come  in  with  him 
and  stretched  herself  at  her  master's  feet.  The  episode 
came  a  propos,  for  Helene's  last  words  sounded  so 
ridiculous  in  view  of  his  ardent  desire  that  he  could 
not  restrain  a  laugh.  He  opened  the  door  and  drove 
the  limping  animal  out  of  the  room.  When  he  re- 
turned he  had  regained  complete  command  of  his 
features. 

"  "We  shall  love  the  little  girl,  too,  Helene,"  he  said, 
apparently  with  equanimity,  resuming  his  place. 
Helene  was  too  violently  excited  and  too  pure  to  note 
the  slight  admixture  of  frivolity  in  his  tone.  "  She 
shall  merely  leave  you  the  first  place  in  my  heart,  and 
that  she  will  surely  do.  She  possesses  great  calmness 
and  is  very  cool-headed.  She  proved  that  the  day 
before  yesterday  when  she  saved  Kudolph's  life." 

"  How  so  ?"  cried  Helene,  opening  her  eyes  in 
unutterable  astonishment. 

The  servant,  who  had  involuntarily  let  the  story 
slip  out  the  day  before,  had,  in  his  alarm,  left  all  the 
further  circumstances  unmentioned.  and  had  contented 
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himself  with  the  statement  that  Herr  von  Walde  had 
fortunately  not  been  struck  by  the  bullet  meant  for 
him.  Hollfeld  himself  had  learned  the  details  but  an 
hour  before  from  the  gardener.  Elizabeth's  presence 
of  mind  lent  her  a  new  charm  for  him,  and  stimulated 
his  longings  to  win  her  at  the  earliest  moment.  He 
now  communicated  to  Ilelene  all  that  he  had  learned 
of  the  event  and  concluded  with  the  words  :  "  You 
have,  therefore,  an  additional  reason  for  loving  the 
girl,  and  her  action  strengthens  my  belief  that  she  is 
the  only  one  who  suits  the  circumstances  of  the  case." 
This  was  his  last  charge  of  ammunition.  He  stroked 
the  hair  from  his  brow  with  his  slender  white  hand, 
and  observed  intently,  from  behind  the  shelter  of  his 
outstretched  arm,  the  young  lady  whose  head  was  so 
buried  in  the  pillows  that  he  could  see  only  her  profile. 
The  tears  were  pouring  from  her  closed  eyes.  She 
uttered  not  a  word ;  perhaps  it  was  one  final  struggle 
with  herself. 

But  why  did  she  never  suggest  the  query,  whether 
Elizabeth  really  would  incline  to  accept  Hollfeld  ? 
Many  a  gentle  reader  may  perhaps  be  able  to  answer 
that  question,  upon  reflecting  that  a  loving  heart 
usually  regards  the  object  of  its  affections  as  irresisti- 
ble, and  can  only  with  difficulty  comprehend  that  it 
does  not  seem  equally  desirable  to  all  the  other  children 
of  men. 

The  silence,  which  was  growing  painful,  was  inter- 
rupted by  the  entrance  of  the  baroness  returning  from 
her  walk. 

Helene  started  up  and  hastily  dried  her  eyes.  She 
submitted,  with  visible  impatience,  to  the  embraces 
with  which  she  was  overwhelmed  by  the  visibly  over- 
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heated  lady,  and  responded  with  monosyllables  to  the 
questions  as  to  her  health. 

"  Pshaw  !"  ejaculated  the  baroness,  with  a  twitch, 
leaving  her  mantle  in  her  son's  hands,  and  sinking 
heavily  into  a  fauteuil.  "  I  have  grown  very  warm. 
What  a  crazy  path  it  is  up  the  mountain.  No  power 
on  earth  will  get  me  up  there  again." 

"You  were  up  the  mountain,  mamma?"  inquired 
Hollfeld  incredulously. 

"  Why,  yes ;  you  know  my  physician  always  told 
me  to  take  such  morning  rambles." 

"  But  that  was  many  years  ago,  and  you  have  insisted 
ever  since  that  an  affection  of  the  heart  made  such 
promenades  utterly  impossible." 

"  We  have  to  give  everything  more  than  one  trial  in 
this  world,"  responded  his  mamma,  in  embarrassment ; 
"  and  as  I  could  not  sleep  at  all  last  night,  I  resolved  to 
make  one  more  attempt ;  but  that  ends  it,  and  I  have 
been  thoroughly  provoked  again  into  the  bargain. 
Think  of  it,  Helene  :  Out  on  the  gravel-walk  Bella  and 
her  governess  met  me,  and  you  will  scarcely  believe 
that  that  person  had  the  impudence  to  let  the  child 
walk  at  her  left  side.  I  was  beside  myself  and  dealt 
Avith  her  vigorously.  But  do  tell  me  what  you 
think  of  that?  I  never  can  think  of  a  little  recreation 
without  being  sure  that  everything  will  happen  to 
make  me  wretched." 

She  meant  to  rest  her  head  sadly  upon  her  arm,  but 
felt  at  that  moment  that  her  skillfully  placed  false 
braids  had  slipped  down  upon  her  temples  under  the 
weight  of  her  hat.  She  arose  quickly,  and  excused 
herself  for  a  few  moments  to  have  her  disordered  morn- 
ing toilet  put  in  order. 
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"  Apropos,"  she  said  negligently,  turning  around  to 
those  left  behind,  and  pressing  her  hat  firmly  down 
upon  the  rebellious  braids,  "  that  imbecile  Bernhardt  let 
us  be  thoroughly  taken  in  yesterday.  I  met  the  for- 
ester's clerk,  Ferber,  accidentally,  near  the  ruins.  I  con- 
gratulated him *' 

"  Ah  !  Now  I  understand  the  pilgrimage  upon  the 
mountain  !"-  interrupted  Hollfeld  ironically.  "  And 
y ou  spoke  to  the  man,  mamma  ?" 

"  Why,  yes  ;  one  can  do  so  now.  The  jewels  inter- 
ested me  most." 

"  Did  you  think  of  purchasing  them  ?"  asked  her  son 
contemptuously,  thinking  of  the  constant  ebb  in  her 
finances. 

"  Not  that  so  much,"  she  replied,  with  an  angry 
look  ;  "  but  I  have  always  had  a  passion  for  precious 
stones,  and  if  your  father  had  not  died  so  suddenly  I 
should  now  possess  beautiful  diamonds,  for  he  had 
promised  me  them.  But  you  would  be  poorer  by  six 
thousand  thalers.  To  come  back  to  the  treasure-trove, 
however,  Ferber  told  me  of  what  they  consisted,  and 
in  reply  to  my  question,  said,  without  any  hesitation, 
that  they  were  worth  about  eight  thousand  thalers,  and 
that  that  man  Eeinhardt  called  immeasurable  wealth. 
For  the  moment  adieu.  I  shall  be  here  again  pres- 
ently." 

The  contemptuous  smile  with  which  Hollfeld  had 
listened  to  the  opening  of  his  mother's  narrative  had 
vanished,  giving  *place  to  an  unmistakable  expression 
of  disappointment.  He  felt  as  though  a  cold  shower- 
bath  had  suddenly  descended  upon  him. 

Scarcely  had  the  door  closed  behind  the  baroness 
when  Helene,  arousing  from  her  apparent  apathy, 
stretched  both  hands  to  Hollfeld, 
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"  Emil,"  she  said  hurriedly,  though  with  a  somewhat 
husky  voice  and  trembling  lips,  "  if  you  succeed  in 
winning  Elizabeth,  as  I  do  not  doubt  you  will  do,  I 
agree  to  your  plan,  including  the  stipulation  that  I  may 
live  at  Odenburg." 

"  That  is  a  matter  of  course,"  he  responded,  though 
somewhat  hesitatingly.  His  tone  had  little  of  its 
former  steadiness.  "  Only,  you  must  be  prepared  to 
find  a  somewhat  meager  table.  My  income  is  not 
especially  lavish,  and  you  have  just  heard  that  Eliza- 
beth has  as  good  as  nothing  at  all." 

"  She  shall  not  enter  your  house  a  poor  bride,  Emil ; 
this  you  may  rely  upon,"  replied  the  sufferer,  in  a 
gentle  tone,  with  unnatural  brightness  in  her  eyes. 
"  From  the  moment  she  declares  that  she  will  marry 
you  she  is  my  sister.  I  will  share  everything  fairly 
with  her.  For  the  present  she  shall  have  the  income 
from  my  estate,  Keuborn,  in  Saxony,  and  I  shall  speak 
of  the  matter  with  Rudolph  immediately  upon  his 
return.  And  when  I  close  my  eyes  you  two  shall  have 
all  that  I  possess.     Are  you  content  with  me  ?" 

"  You  are  an  angel,  Helene !"  he  cried.  "  Never  shall 
you  repent  of  your  generosity  and  self-sacrificing  love." 

This  time  his  ardor,  his  ecstasy,  were  not  assumed, 
for  the  revenues  of  Neuborn  made  Elizabeth  a  rich 
bride. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Two  days  had  passed  since  the  morning  upon  which 
Helene  believed  herself  to  have  won  a  complete  victory 
over  her  heart,  and  had  firmly  convinced  herself  that 
the  surging  tempest  of  her  emotions  must  subside  in 
the  face  of  the  irrevocable  certainty.  How  little  she 
had  been  able  to  fathom  the  depth  of  her  passion ! 
She  had  grasped  at  a  straw  floating  upon  the  surface 
of  a  raffing  flood,  and  it  had  sunk  with  her  into  the 
depths.  Only  two  days !  But  they  outweighed  the 
whole  of  her  previous  life  in  the  fullness  of  pain.  She 
constantly  repeated  to  herself  that  the  end  of  her  days, 
the  longed-for  peace,  was  not  far  off,  yet  she  shuddered 
before  the  brief  term  of  earthly  existence  that  still  lay 
before  her.  She  felt  ever  more  clearly  that  her 
promise  to  live  at  Odenburg  made  her  sacrifice  a  super- 
human one.  But  she  would  not,  at  any  price,  have 
changed  one  iota  of  what  she  had  promised  Hollfeld. 
She  wished  to  be  worthy  of  his  love,  to  deserve  his 
respect  by  the  most  tremendous  self-sacrifice.  Poor 
blinded  girl ! 

Her  enfeebled  nerves  suffered  indescribably  from  the 
continuous  internal  struggles.  She  had  constant  fever, 
and  was  almost  consumed  by  her  ceaseless  unrest. 
That  which  occupied  her  whole  attention,  absorbed  all 
her  thought  and  feeling,  pressed  unceasingly  to  her  lips, 
but  she  kept  silence  most  dutifully,  because  Hollfeld 
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desired  it.  Nor  had  he  permitted  her  to  summon 
Elizabeth  to  herself,  because  he  feared,  and  perhaps 
correctly,  that  in  her  excitement,  she  might  spoil  his 
scheme  for  the  young  girl.  He  had  taken  the  first 
measures  for  approaching  Elizabeth  again.  He  had 
rung  twice  at  the  little  portal  to  inquire  for  the  health 
of  the  "  von  Gnadewitzes,"  but  although  he  had  almost 
torn  out  the  bell-handle,  the  portal  had  not  been 
opened.  The  first  time  no  one  had  been  at  home ; 
but  yesterday  Elizabeth  had  seen  him  coming.  Her 
parents  were  at  the  lodge  and  had  taken  Ernst  with 
them,  and  Miss  Mertens  agreed  to  Elizabeth's  proposal 
not  to  admit  the  visitor.  The  two  ladies  sat  in  the 
living-room  laughing,  while  the  little  bell  rang  itself 
hoarse.  The  suitor  without  naturally  cherished  not 
the  remotest  suspicion  of  this  plot. 

It  was  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Helene,  dressed, 
was  resting  upon  her  couch.  She  had  tossed  sleeplessly 
about  upon  her  bed  the  whole  night  through.  The 
baroness  was  still  asleep.  Hollfeld  was  equally  invisi- 
ble. To  be  alone,  the  young  lady  neither  could  nor 
would  endure,  so  her  maid  had  been  required  to  fetch 
some  work  and  seat  herself  beside  the  couch.  All  that 
the  girl  chattered  passed  by  unheard  and  unheeded, 
but  there  was  something  reposeful  in  the  sound  of  a 
human  voice  after  the  lonely,  feverish  night. 

The  noise  of  an  approaching  vehicle  suddenly  inter- 
rupted the  narration.  Helene  opened  the  window  and 
leaned  out.  Her  brother's  equipage  was  just  stopping 
before  the  main  entrance.     The  vehicle  was  empty. 

"  Where  is  your  master  ?"  called  Helene  to  the 
coachman  as  he  drove  under  the  window. 

"The  gracious  master  left  the  carriage  upon  the 
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highway,"  replied  the  old  man,  taking  off  his  hat, 
"  and  is  coming  on  foot  across  the  mountain  by  way  of 
Castle  Gnadeck. 

The  young  lady  closed  the  window,  shuddering  as 
though  suffering  from  a  chill.  She  could  not  bear 
anything  that  reminded  her  of  Elizabeth  without  that 
sudden  terror  which  a  ghostly  apparition  arouses  in 
our  imagination. 

She  arose  and  went  into  her  brother's  rooms,  sup- 
ported upon  her  maid's  arm.  She  had  his  breakfast 
served  in  a  parlor  whose  glass  door  opened  upon  the 
stone  steps,  and  seated  herself  in  a  fauteuil  to  await 
his  return.  She  took  up  one  of  the  superbly  bound 
albums  which  lay  strewn  about,  and  mechanically 
turned  the  leaves.  But  she  could  not  have  told,  though 
her  eyes  rested  upon  the  steel  engravings,  whether 
she  had  been  looking  at  portraits  or  landscapes. 

After  she  had  waited  half  an  hour  her  brother's  tall 
figure  appeared  at  the  glass  door.  She  let  the  book 
slip  from  her  lap  and  extended  her  hand  to  the  new- 
comer. He  seemed  surprised  at  the  reception,  but  it 
evidently  did  him  good  to  see  his  sister  alone  and 
visibly  interested  for  his  comfort  after  the  long 
interval.  He  hastened  to  her,  but  a  second  glance 
made  him  pause. 

"  Are  you  feeling  worse,  Helene  ?"  he  anxiously 
inquired,  seating  himself  beside  her.  He  pushed  his 
arm  softly  under  her  back  and  lifted  her  a  little  to  be 
able  to  look  into  her  face  better.  There  was  so  much 
care  and  loving  sympathy  in  his  tone  that  it  seemed 
to  her  as  though  a  mild  spring  breeze  played  over  her 
heart,  deadened  with  suffering.  Two  great  tears 
rolled  down  her  cheeks  and  she  pressed  her  face  upon 
her  brother's  shoulder. 
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"  Has  Fels  been  looking  after  you  in  these  days  V 
he  asked,  in  a  troubled  tone. 

The  girl's  appearance  evidently  filled  him  with 
alarm. 

"No,  and  I  have  given  express  orders  not  to 
have  him  summoned.  I  take  the  drops  which  he 
prescribed  for  my  nervous  attacks,  and  neither  he  nor 
I  can  do  more.  Do  not  worry,  Rudolph,  I  shall  be 
better  some  day.  You  have  had  to  pass  through  a 
trying  time  at  Thalleben  ?" 

"  Yes,"  he  responded,  his  eyes  still  lingering  upon 
the  strangely  altered  features  of  his  unfortunate  sister. 
"I  was  too  late  to  see  poor  Hartwig  alive.  A  stroke 
had  made  a  speedy  end  of  his  unutterable  sufferings. 
He  was  buried  yesterday  afternoon.  You  would  not 
know  his  afflicted  wife,  Helene,  she  has  turned  into  an 
old  woman  over  night." 

He  told  her  of  the  fatal  accident  more  in  detail; 
then  he  drew  his  hand  across  his  eyes  as  though  to 
banish  all  the  misery  he  had  witnessed  in  the  past  few 
days. 

"  Well,  is  everything  as  I  left  it  here  ?"  he  inquired, 
after  a  brief  silence. 

"Not  altogether,"  replied  Helene  hesitatingly; 
"  Mohring  left  yesterday." 

"  Ah !  Good  luck  go  with  him.  He  has  skillfully 
avoided  a  last  conversation  with  me.  I  have  one 
more  enemy  out  in  the  wide  world,  but  that  could  not 
well  be  otherwise,  since  he  belongs  to  that  uncanny 
race  of  night-birds  which  I  abhor." 

"  And  on  the  mountain,  at  the  Ferbers',  good-fortune 
has  taken  up  its  abode,"  continued  Helene,  with  a 
constrained  voice  and  turning  her  face  away. 
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The  fauteuil  in  which  she  sat  received  a  sudden  jerk 
at  the  side  upon  which  her  brother's  arm  had  been 
resting.  She  did  not  look  up,  and  therefore  did  not 
observe  that  his  face  had  grown  deadly  pale  for  a 
moment,  and  his  trembling  lips  had  twice  tried  in  vain 
to  bring  out  the  single  word,  "Well?" 

Helene  related  the  episode  in  the  ruin,  while  her 
brother  listened  with  great  relief.  A  stone  seemed  to 
roll  away  from  his  heart  with  every  word.  He  had  no 
inkling  that  every  one  of  these  words  was  a  two-edged 
sword  cleaving  the  heart  of  the  narrator,  and  that  this 
tale  was  the  beginning  of  a  fearful  sacrifice  which  she 
was  to  make. 

"  That  is,  indeed,  a  miraculous  solution  of  ancient 
problems,"  he  said,  when  Helene  ended.  "  But  I  doubt 
whether  the  family  will  be  especially  glad  to  belong 
to  the  Gnadewitz  race." 

"  Ah !  You  mean  because  the  young  girl  once 
found  a  great  deal  to  object  to  in  connection  with  the 
name  ?"  interrupted  Helene  quickly.  "  I  cannot  help 
it ;  on  such  occasions  I  always  think  of  the  grapes 
which  the  fox  thought  sour."  She  spoke  the  last 
words  with  biting'sharpness.  ^  So  far  did  her  passion- 
ate excitement  and  bitterness  go  that  she  repudiated 
her  better  insight  and  insinuated  the  disingenuousness 
of  a  being  who  had  never  injured  or  affronted  her,  and 
whom  in  impartial  moments  she  had  proclaimed  one 
of  the  purest. 

An  expression  of  utter  amazement  appeared  npon 
von  Walde's  face.  He  leaned  forward  and  looked 
searchingly  into  his  sister's  bowed  face  as  though  to 
convince  himself  that  it  was  really  her  lips  which  had 
pronounced  these  hard  words. 
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At.  that  moment  Hollf eld's  hunting  dog  sprang  up 
the  steps,  made  some  tentative  bounds  through  the 
room,  and  disappeared  in  response  to  a  shrill  whistle 
which  resounded  across  the  lawn.  His  master  passed  by 
at  a  distance.  He  seemed  not  to  know  that  Herr  von 
Walde  had  returned,  or  he  would  certainly  have  come 
to  greet  him.  He  strode  rapidly  forward  and  turned 
into  a  path  which  led  to  Gnadeck.  Helene's  eyes  fol- 
lowed him  until  he  had  disappeared.  Then  she  sank 
back  into  her  chair  clasping  her  hands  convulsively. 
It  looked  as  though,  for  the  moment,  her  strength 
gave  way. 

Herr  von  Walde  poured  out  a  little  red  wine  and 
held  it  to  her  lips.  She  looked  up  gratefully  and  tried 
to  smile. 

"  I  have  not  come  to  the  end  of  my  report  yet,"  she 
continued,  rising  out  of  her  reclining  posture.  "  I  am 
doing  as  the  novelists  do — reserving  the  main  effect 
for  the  close." 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  fact  that  during  this 
prelude,  which  was  meant  to  sound  jesting,  she  was 
struggling  for  strength  and  steadiness  to  say  calmly 
what  she  had  to  say. ,  Her  eyes  rested  upon  a  shrub 
growing  near  the  door,  as  she  continued :,  "  There  is 
a  happy  event  in  store  for  our  house  :  Emil  is  about 
to  become  betrothed." 

She  had  expected  her  listener  to  express  his  great 
surprise  at  once,  and  after  a  moment's  pause  she  turned 
to  him  in  amazement.  He  was  pressing  his  hand  upon 
his  brow  and  eyes,  and  the  uncovered  portion  of  his 
face  was  ashy  pale.  At  Helene's  motion,  however,  he 
removed  his  hand,  rose  quickly,  and  strode  to  the 
open  window  in  search  of  air. 
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"  You  are  ill,  Rudolph  !"  she  exclaimed  anxiously. 

"A  passing  dizziness,  nothing  more,"  he  replied. 
His  face  was  distorted.  He  paced  up  and  down  the 
room  several  times  and  then  returned  to  his  seat. 

"  I  told  you  that  Emil  is  about  to  be  betrothed, 
Rudolph,"  began  Helene  again,  emphasizing  every 
word. 

"  So  you  said,"  he  repeated  mechanically. 

"  Do  you  approve  the  step  ?" 

"  It  does  not  concern  me.  Hollfeld  is  his  own 
master  ;  he  can  do  as  he  pleases." 

"  I  think  he  has  made  his  choice.  If  I  may,  I  should 
like  to  tell  you  the  name  of  the  young  girl." 

"  It  is  not  necessary.  I  shall  hear  it  early  enough, 
when  it  is  proclaimed  from  the  pulpit." 

His  expression  was  icy,  his  voice  sounded  hard  and 
repellent,  and  the  last  drop  of  blood  seemed  to  have 
vanished  from  his  cheeks. 

"  Rudolph,  I  beg  of  you,  do  not  be  so  horribly 
brusque  !"  urged  Helene  beseechingly.  "  I  know  you 
do  not  like  many  words,  and  I  am  accustomed  to  your 
laconic  replies  ;  but  at  this  moment  you  are  actually 
repellent,  and  that  just  when  I  have  a  request  to  make 
of  you." 

"  Speak.  Am  I  to  have  the  honor  of  being  Herr  von 
Hollfeld's  best  man  ?" 

Helene  shuddered  at  the  biting  scorn  with  which 
these  words  were  spoken. 

"You  dislike  poor  Emil,  and  show  it  thoroughly 
again  to-day,"  she  said  reproachfully,  after  a  brief 
pause  during  which  Herr  von  Walde  had  risen  and 
crossed  the  room  with  hasty  strides.  "  I  beg  you  most 
urgently,  dear  Rudolph,  listen  to  me  quietly ;  I  must 
speak  to  you  to-day  of  the  matter." 
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He  folded  his  arms,  leaned  against  one  of  the  window 
casings  near  her,  and  said :  "  You  see  I  am  ready  to 
listen." 

"  The  young  girl,"  she  began,  with  difficulty,  this 
time  less  because  of  her  own  emotion  than  because  her 
brother's  icy  glance  embarrassed  her — "  the  young  girl 
whom  Emil  has  chosen  is  poor." 

"  Most  unselfish,  indeed.     Go  on." 

"  EraiPs  income  is  not  very  considerable.  " 

"  The  poor  man  has  only  six  thousand  thalers  a  year  ; 
he  must  almost  starve." 

She  was  silent — visibly  surprised.  Her  brother  never 
exaggerated ;  the  sum  he  mentioned  was  assuredly 
correct  to  a  groschen. 

"Well,  he  may  be  richer  than  I  thought,"  she 
resumed,  aftef  a  short  pause.  "  That,  however,  has 
nothing  to-do  with  the  subject  in  question.  I  am  very, 
very  fond  of  the  woman  of  his  choice."  With  what 
an  effort  she  spoke.  "  She  has  done  something  for 
which  my  sister's  heart  owes  her  a  life-long  debt  of 
gratitude. 

Herr  von  Walde's  folded  arms  relaxed.  He  drum- 
med so  violently  upon  the  windowpane  with  the  fingers 
of  his  right  hand  that  Helene  thought  he  must  surely 
break  the  glass. 

"  She  shall  be  my  sister,"  she  continued.  "  I  do 
not  wish  her  to  enter  his  house  poor,  and  I  should 
very  gladly  give  her  the  revenues  of  Neuborn.  May 
I  do  so  ?" 

"  The  estate  belongs  to  you,  and  you  are  of  age.  I 
have  absolutely  no  right  to  acquiesce  or  object." 

"  Oh,  yes,  Kudolph  ;  so  far  as  being  the  next  heir, 
you  have  the  first  claim  upon  me  and  mine.  Am  I 
sure  of  your  approval,  then  ?" 
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"  Perfectly,  if  you  are  quite  sure  it  is  necessary." 

"Thanks,  a  thousand  times!"  she  interposed,  ex- 
tending her  hand  to  him ;  but  he  seemed  not  to 
notice  it,  though  he  was  looking  at  her.  "  Do  you 
take  this  action  of  mine  ill?"  she  asked  timidly,  after 
a  time. 

"  I  never  take  it  ill  when  you  wish  to  make  people 
happy.  You  will  remember  that  I  have  always  helped 
you  unreservedly  in  such  endeavors.  But  I  do  blame 
you  for  being  over-hasty.  You  are  very  quick  to  plunge 
this  young  creature  into  misfortune." 

She  started  as  if  stung  by  a  viper. 

"  Those  are  hard  words !"  she  cried  passionately. 
'"  Your  prejudice  against  the  unfortunate  Emil — and 
God  alone  knows  upon  what  it  is  founded — goes  too 
far.     You  know  the  poor  fellow  far  too  little." 

"  I  know  him  far  too  well  to  wish  to  know  him 
better.  He  is  a  dishonorable  parasite,  a  wretched 
creature  devoid  of  character,  at  whose  side  a  woman, 
even  though  she  made  humble  demands  upon  manly 
honor,  must  be  unhappy.  Woe  to  the  unfortunate 
when  she  comes  to  see  clearly  !"  His  voice  trembled 
with  suppressed  pain  :  but  Helene  heard  only  anger 
and  hatred  in  it. 

"  My  God,  how  unjust!"  she  cried,  turning  her  weep- 
ing eyes  to  the  ceiling.  "  Rudolph,  you  sin  grievously. 
What  has  Emil  done  to  you  that  you  should  persecute 
him  so  ?" 

"  Must  a  man  be  personally  injured  before  he  knows 
what  to  think  of  the  personal  character  of  another  ?" 
he  asked  indignantly.  "Child,  it  is  you  who  are 
sorely  affronted.  But  you  are  dazzled.  A  time  will 
come  when  you,  deeply  humiliated,  will  recognize  this. 
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If  I  desired  to  remove  this  cup  of  sorrow  from  your 
lips,  it  would  avail  nothing.  You  protest  despairingly, 
and  see  in  me  the  barbarian  who  wounds  your  holiest 
feeling.  You  yourself  force  me  to  let  you  go}Tour  way 
alone,  until  the  moment  comes  when,  needing  consola- 
tion, you  will  talse  refuge  in  my  arms,  for  your  escape 
will  then  be  possible.  But  what  remains  to  the  other 
who  is  indissolubly  bound  ?" 

He  went  into  the  adjoining  room  and  latched  the 
door  after  him.  Helene  sat  for  a  time  as  though  stupe- 
fied. Then  she  arose  with  difficulty,  and  supporting 
herself  upon  the  walls  and  furniture,  left  the  room  as 
quickly  as  possible. 

An  unutterable  bitterness,  a  feeling  of  hatred  to  her 
brother,  filled  her  heart,  for  to-da}',  for  the  first  time, 
he  had  harshly,  remorselessly  seized  upon  that  which 
every  fiber  of  her  heart  twined  lovingly  about.  Her 
heart  almost  broke  as  she  recalled  all  the  imputed  self- 
sacrifice  of  her  beloved.  It  seemed  to  her  that  she  had 
been  guilty  of  the  most  heinous  offense  against  him  in 
listening  to  the  wretched  abuse  of  the  past  few  mo- 
ments. He  should  never,  never  know  of  what  accusa- 
tions her  brother  had  shown  himself  capable.  No 
sacrifice,  not  even  the  heaviest,  should  be  too  great  for 
her  now  to  expiate  the  wrong  which  he  had  suffered, 
though  he  knew  nothing  of  it.  Of  course,  after  her 
brother  had  given  such  unqualified  expression  to  his 
bad  opinion  of  von  Hollfeld,  she  must  not  permit  the 
latter  longer  to  accept  the  hospitality  of  Lindhof.  She 
wished,  naturally,  without  assigning  her  real  reasons, 
to  induce  him  to  return  to  Odenburg ;  but  first  the 
connection  with  Elizabeth  must  be  established. 

With  these  thoughts  she  entered  the  dining-room, 
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and  as  Hollfeld  appeared  a  short  time  afterward  she 
announced  to  hira  that  her  brother,  without  knowing 
the  name  of  his  proposed  wife,  approved  of  her  propo- 
sition with  reference  to  the  dowry  for  the  bride.  But 
now  she  demanded  a  conversation  with  Elizabeth  in 
her  own  apartments,  and  Hollfeld,  greatly  rejoicing  at 
the  quiet  manner  in  which  she  spoke,  agreed  to  this. 
The  meeting  was  arranged  for  four  o'clock  in  the 
pavilion.  Hollfeld  departed  at  once  and  sent  a  servant 
to  carry  the  invitation  in  Helene's  name.  How  amazed 
the  young  lady  would  have  been  if  she  had  heard  the 
servant  expressly  commanded  to  invite  Fraulein  Ferber 
for  three,  while  the  steward  received  the  injunction  to 
have  everything  ready  in  the  pavilion  at  the  hour 
named,  but  not  a  moment  later. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

Wpen  the  servant  from  Lindhof  rang  the  bell  at  the 
little  portal,  Elizabeth  was  sitting  in  the  great  hall. 
She  was  winding  a  long  garland  of  ivy  and  evergreens, 
while  Miss  Mertens,  seated  at  her  side,  held  a  half- 
finished  myrtle  wreath  in  her  hand.  The  grave  in  the 
churchyard  at  Lindhof  was  ready.  That  afternoon, 
between  five  and  six  o'clock,  the  leaden  coffin  was  to 
be  given  to  the  earth  with  the  last  remains  of  the 
beautiful  Lila.  If  Jost's  dreaded  eyes  had  appeared  to 
the  wreath-makers  they  must  surely  have  rested  mildly 
upon  his  loving  descendant,  preparing  to  lay  the  green 
twigs  fresh  from  the  forest  as  a  last  decoration  upon 
the  shrine  of  death. 

After  consulting  her  mother,  Elizabeth  accepted  the 
invitation,  the  more  so  as  she  was^summoned  only  for 
"  an  hour's  chat."  Soon  after  the  servant  left,  Eein- 
hardt  came.  He  looked  very  grave,  and  related,  in 
reply  to  Miss  Mertens'  questions,  that  his  master  had 
returned  from  Thalleben  in  a  state  of  mind  beyond 
description. 

"  The  impressions  received  in  the  house  of  mourning 
must  have  been  frightful,"  he  observed,  "  for  I  do  not 
know  Herr  von  Walde  in  this  mood.  I  had  several 
necessary  communications  to  make,  but  I  spoke  utterly 
in  vain.     He  sat  before  me  as  if  broken,  as  though  lost 
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in  torturing  thoughts.  He  rose  suddenly  when  I 
mentioned  at  the  close  the  discoveries  up  here  in  the 
ruins.  '  I  have  heard  enough  of  the  matter  already,' 
he  interrupted  angrily.     '  Pray,  leave  me  alone.'  " 

It  did  not  escape  Miss  Mertens  that  Reinhardt  felt 
wounded  by  the  manner  in  which  his  master  had 
addressed  him. 

"  Dear  friend,"  she  said  soothingly,  "  at  a  moment 
of  great  mental  anguish  the  outer  world  either  makes 
no  impression  upon  us  or  it  is  painful.  We  are 
offended  that  everything  goes  on  as  before  in  it,  while 
our  inner  world  totters  and  is  out  of  joint.  Herr  von 
Walde  may  have  loved  his  dead  friend  very  deeply. 
But — good  heavens,  Elizabeth,  what  are  you  doing?" 
she  interrupted.  "Do  you  really  think  that  is 
pretty  ?" 

She  pointed  to  the  garland.  While  Reinhardt  was 
speaking  Elizabeth  had  with  trembling  hands  picked 
up  some  heavy-headed  dahlias  and  wound  them  into 
the  hitherto  slender  uniformly  green  garland.  It  was 
indeed  a  glaring  oversight,  which  she  now  contem- 
plated with  astonished  eyes  and  flaming  cheeks.  The 
poor  things  were  instantly  removed  from  the  soft  green 
neighbors  upon  which  they  had  leaned,  and  were 
treated  as  severely  as  though  they  had  intruded  of 
their  own  accord. 

It  had  long  since  struck  three  in  the  Lindhof  tower, 
when  Elizabeth  hastened  down  the  mountain.  Her 
uncle  had  detained  her  in  conversation ;  he  was  vexed 
that  she  determined  to  accept  the  invitation.  "For," 
he  said,  and  he  had  right  on  his  side,  "  the  unfortunate 
being  who  is  to  be  buried  to  day  deserves  that  the  day 
should  be  consecrated  to  her  memory."     He  naturally 
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had  not  the  slightest  inkling  of  what  was  passing  in 
the  girl's  mind.  He  did  not  know  that  his  pet  had 
been  for  days  past  longingly  counting  the  hours,  every 
moment  of  which  must  bring  nearer  the  time  when 
she  could  say  to  herself :  "  Now  he  is  there  again !" 
And  so  the  good  forester  saw  his  usually  so  obedient 
niece  slip  from  beneath  his  hands  and  flee,  like  a 
storm-wind,  through  the  portal. 

Her  feet  scarcely  touched  the  ground.  She  hoped 
to  regain  some  of  the  lost  time,  and  almost  cried  with 
vexation  when  her  light  dress  caught  on  some  wild- 
rose  thorns  and  had  to  be  released  with  patience  and  a 
steady  hand.  She  reached  the  pavilion  almost  breath- 
less. Both  doors  were  open  and  the  room  within  was 
still  vacant.  On  the  table  stood  a  variety  of  refresh- 
ments, and  one  corner  of  the  sofa  had  been  most  com- 
fortably arranged  for  Helene. 

Much  relieved  Elizabeth  entered,  and  was  standing 
by  one  of  the  windows,  in  front  of  which  the  thick 
shrubbery  grew,  when  she  heard  a  slight  sound  behind 
her.  Hollfeld  had  been  standing  behind  one  of  the 
doors  and  now  approached  her.  She  wished  to  leave 
the  room  without  a  glance  at  the  hated  person,  but  he 
placed  himself  before  her,  though  not  in  an  insulting 
way.  There  was  rather  something  submissive  and 
respectful  in  his  bearing,  and  he  assured  her  that  the 
ladies  would  arrive  in  a  moment.  Elizabeth  looked  up 
in  amazement;  there  was  not  the  slightest  trace  of  the 
insolent  tone  which  had  recently  incensed  every  fiber 
of  her  being. 

"  I  assure  you,  upon  my  word,  that  Fraulein  von 
"Walde  must  come  at  any  moment,"  he  insisted,  as  she 
repeated  her  attempts  to  leave  the  room.     "Is  my 
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presence  here  so  dreadful  to  you  ?"  he  added,  with  a 
tinge  of  regret. 

"  It  is,  indeed,"  responded  Elizabeth  coldly.  "  If 
you  will  recall  your  recent  behavior  to  me  you  will 
know  that  it  must  be  insufferable  to  be  alone  with  you 
for  an  instant." 

"  How  hard  and  unforgiving  that  sounds.  Must  I 
really  do  such  severe  penance  for  the  little  ill-con- 
sidered jest." 

"  I  advise  you  to  be  more  cautious  in  future  in  the 
choice  of  persons  with  whom  to  jest," 

^  Good  heavens  !  I  see  that  it  was  a  mistake.  I  am 
ashamed  of  my  haste,  but  how  could  I  dream " 

"  That  any  one  owed  me  respect !"  finished  Eliza- 
beth, her  eyes  flashing. 

"  ISTo,  no  ;  that  I  never  doubted.  Good  heavens,  how 
violent  you  can  be !  But  I  could  not  know  that  you 
had  the  right  to  demand  far,  far  more." 

Elizabeth  looked  at  him  inquiringly.  She  evidently 
failed  to  understand  him. 

"  Can  I  do  more  than  beg  your  pardon  upon  my 
bended  knees  ?"  he  continued. 

"  You  shall  have  it  upon  condition  that  you  leave  me 
at  once." 

"  Obstinate  creature  that  you  are,  I  were  a  fool  to 
let  this  precious  moment  pass.  Elizabeth,  I  have  told 
you  already  that  I  love  you  ardently,  love  you  to  the 
point  of  death !" 

"And  I  am  distinctly  conscious  of  having  plainly 
told  you  that  that  is  a  matter  of  perfect  indifference 
to  me." 

She  began  to  tremble,  but  her  face  remained  calm 
and  steady. 
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"Elizabeth,  do  not  drive  me  to  extremes!"  he 
shouted  excitedly. 

"  First  of  all,  I  must  request  you  to  observe  the 
simplest  rule  of  propriety,  which  prohibits  the  calling 
of  strangers  by  their  Christian  names." 

"  You  are  a  very  devil  of  coldness  and  malice !"  he 
shouted,  trembling  with  rage.  "  Now,  I  admit  that  you 
have  some  appearance  of  justification  for  torturing 
me,"  he  continued,  controlling  himself  with  difficulty. 
"  I  have  offended  you,  but  I  will  make  good  all  that. 
Listen  to  me  calmly  one  moment,  and  you  will  surely 
repent  of  your  hardness.  I  herewith  offer  you  my 
hand.  You  know  that  I  am  in  a  position  to  offer  my 
future  wife  a  brilliant  position  and  fortune." 

He  looked  down  at  her  with  a  triumphant  smile.  It 
was  so  natural  that  his  pretty  opponent  had  not  ex- 
pected this  turn  ;  she  was  naturally  dumb  with  joyful 
surprise.  But  strange  to  say  this  was  not  the  case. 
On  the  contrary,  Elizabeth  stood  proudly  erect  and 
had  retreated  a  step. 

"  I  regret,  Herr  von  Hollfeld,"  she  said  with  quiet 
dignity,  "  that  you  have  not  spared  yourself  a  disagree- 
able moment.  After  all  that  I  have  hitherto  said  to 
you  I  can  scarcely  conceive  of  your  caring  to  utter 
those  words.  Since,  however,  you  actually  oblige  me, 
I  herewith  declare  to  you  that  our  paths  henceforth 

lead  far  apart " 

"  What  ?"  he  interrupted. 

"  And  that  I  could  never  bring  myself  to  pass  my 
life  at  your  side,"  she  continued. 

He  stared  at  her  a  moment,  as  though  he  had  lost 
his  senses,  or  were  utterly  incapable  of  grasping  the 
meaning  of  her  words.  His  face  turned  a  pale  green 
and  his  white  teeth  rent  his  lower  lip. 
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"  Are  you  actually  carrying  the  comedy  so  far  as  to 
give  me  such  an  answer?"  he  inquired  at  last,  with  an 
uncertain,  husky  voice. 

Elizabeth  smiled  contemptuously  and  turned  away. 
The  movement  roused  him  almost  to  fury. 

"  I  must  know  your  reasons,  your  motives  !"  he  stam- 
mered, placing  himself  again  between  Elizabeth  and 
the  door  toward  which  she  was  directing  her  steps. 
lie  reached  toward  her  dress  to  hold  her  fast.  She 
was  terrified  at  the  gesture,  and  retreated  some  steps 
farther  into  the  room. 

"  Leave  me  !"  she  cried  pantingly.  Her  voice  was 
almost  smothered  by  fear,  yet  she  summoned  all  the 
courage  she  possessed,  and  raised  her  head  with  proud 
imperiousness.  "  If  you  do  not  possess  one  spark  of 
honor  to  which  I  can  appeal,  1  shall  be  compelled  to 
use  my  weapons,  saying  to  you  that  I  profoundly  de- 
spise you.  The  rattle  of  a  snake  could  not  fill  me  with 
greater  horror  and  disgust  than  the  words  with  which 
you  hope  to  awaken  my  inclination  toward  you. 
Never  has  the  slightest  suggestion  of  favor  to  you 
awakened  within  me,  but  even  had  that  been  the  case 
it  must  have  been  instantly  destroyed  by  your  con- 
temptible behavior  toward  me.  Now  let  me  go  in 
peace  and " 

He  did  not  let  her  finish  the  sentence.  "  That  I  shall 
not  let  pass,"  he  hissed.  His  face,  which  had  been 
livid,  now  glowed  and  his  eyes  rolled.  He  was  beside 
himself  with  passion  and  flew  at  her  like  a  beast  of 
prey.  She  fled  to  the  window,  being  hopeless  of  reach- 
ing the  door,  and  tried  to  open  it  in  order  to  spring 
over  its  low  parapet ;  but  suddenly  herfeet  cleaved  to 
the  floor  as  though  fettered.     Out  in  the  bushes,  close 
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to  the  pane,  a  terrible  face  was  staring  at  her.  The 
deathly  features  were  distorted  to  a  grinning  laugh, 
and  the  eyes  that  flamed  in  the  young  girl's  face  were 
burning  deliriously.  Elizabeth  had  difficulty  in  recog- 
nizing the  silent  Bertha.  She  shook  with  horror  and 
retreated  once  more.  Hollfeld's  arms  seized  her  and 
embraced  her  with  brazen  force.  Blind  with  passion, 
he  did  not  observe  the  apparition  before  the  window. 
Elizabeth  pressed  her  icy  hands  upon  her  temples  and 
eves  to  shut  out  the  dreadful  face  before  the  window. 
She  felt  her  enemy's  hot  breath  upon  her  fingers,  his 
hair  touched  her  cheek,  she  shuddered,  but  all  physical 
power  gave  way ;  the  double  horror  had  paralyzed 
her  ;  for  the  moment  .she  could  not  even  cry  out.  At 
sight  of  Hollfeld,  Bertha  beat  the  windowpane  with 
her  clinched  fist  until  it  broke  into  splinters  ;  then  she 
suddenly  turned  her  head,  as  though  listening  to  some 
noise  outside ;  she  let  her  hands  fall,  uttered  a  shrill 
laugh,  and  fled  into  the  shrubbery. 

This  had  all  happened  in  a  few  seconds.  Hollfeld 
looked  up  at  the  hideous  shriek ;  for  a  moment  his 
eye  sought  to  penetrate  the  foliage  into  which  Bertha 
had  vanished ;  but  it  returned  instantly  to  the  figure 
which  he  held  in  his  arms,  and  now  pressed  the  more 
closely  to  his  breast.  His  anxious  caution,  his  hypo- 
critical effort  to  conceal  his  low  impulses  from  the 
world,  had  left  him  entirely  at  that  moment.  He  had 
forgotten  that  it  was  time  for  Helene  to  come ;  that 
the  gardener  and  servants  could  look  in  at  any 
moment  through  the  wide-open  door.  He  was  wholly 
under  the  ban  of  his  passion,  and  therefore  did  not 
notice  that  Fraulein  von  Walde,  leaning  upon  the  arm 
of  her  brother,  was  actually  upon  the   sill.     Behind 
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them  came  the  baroness,  her  long  neck  stretched  and 
the  expression  of  violent  anger  speaking  from  every 
movement. 

"  Emil !"  she  screamed  in  a  voice  shrill  with  anger. 
He  arose  and  looked  about  him  confusedly  ;  his  arms 
relaxed  involuntarily.  Elizabeth  removed  her  hands 
from  her  eyes  and  staggered  toward  a  chair.  The 
baroness'  hard,  disagreeable  voice  rang  like  sweet 
music  in  her  ears,  for  it  brought  release.  And  there 
stood  the  tall,  manly  figure,  the  sight  of  which  made 
her  paralyzed  pulse  beat  again  mightily.  She  would 
gladly  have  thrown  herself  at  his  feet  and  prayed : 
"  Protect  me  from  that  man,  whom  I  avoid  and  detest 
like  sin  itself." 

But  what  a  look  she  met!  Could  that  annihilating 
gleam  dart  from  the  eyes  which  but  a  few  days  before 
had  sought  her  own  with  such  a  tender,  friendly  ex- 
pression? Was  this  apparition,  with  head  sternly 
erect  and  deathly  pallor  upon  its  brow,  the  man  who 
had  then  leaned  over  her  and  said  with  the  wonder- 
fully gentle  resonance  in  his  voice  :  "  May  my  good 
angel  meanwhile  whisper  to  you  the  name  of  that 
miraculous  realm?"  He  stood  there  like  some  evil 
spirit  come  to  revenge,  to  annihilate,  to  tread  under- 
foot a  poor,  suffering  human  heart. 

Helene,  who  had  gazed  as  though  petrified  at  the 
scene  within  the  room,  hastily  withdrew  her  arm  from 
her  brother's  and  staggered  over  to  Elizabeth.  She 
did  not  doubt  for  an  instant  that  Ilollfeld's  wooing  had 
been  successful  and  the  bond  was  sealed. 

"  A  thousand  times  welcome,  dear  Elizabeth  !"  she 
cried  in  violent  excitement,  while  streams  of  tears 
poured  from  her  eyes.      She   took   the  young  girl's 
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trembling  hands  between  her  own.  "  Emil  brings  me 
a  dear  sister  ;  love  me  like  one  and  I  shall  be  grateful 
to  you  all  my  life.  Do  not  be  so  gloomy,  Amalie,"  she 
said  pleadingly,  turning  to  the  baroness,  who  was  still 
standing  like  a  pillar  outside  of  the  pavilion.  "  It  is  a 
question  of  the  happiness  of  E mil's  whole  life.  Look 
at  Elizabeth.  Can  she  not  meet  all  the  demands  which 
you  justly  make  of  her  who  is  to  be  so  near  you  in 
the  future — young,  so  richly  gifted  by  nature,  of  an  old 
family  with  a  famous  name  ?" 

She  stopped,  horrified.  It  seemed  as  though  life 
were  only  now  returning  to  Elizabeth's  benumbed 
limbs,  as  though  she  were  only  now  capable  of  com- 
prehending what  was  said.  With  one  sudden  motion 
she  had  withdrawn  both  hands  from  Helene  and  stood 
erect  beside  her. 

"  You  are  in  error,  gracious  Fraulein,"  she  said,  in  a 
peculiarly  vibrating  tone.     "  I  am  a  mere  civilian." 

"  What !  have  you  not  a  well-founded  right  to  bear 
the  name  von  Gnadewitz?" 

"Yes,  undoubtedly,  but  we  shall  let  the  right 
lapse." 

"You  would  really  reject  such  great  good- 
fortune  ?" 

"  I  cannot  see  how  true  happiness  can  be  united  to 
a  mere  sound,  an  echo."  It  was  easy  to  hear  how  she 
struggled  to  give  her  toneless  voice  some  firmness. 

The  baroness  meanwhile  had  come  nearer.  She 
began  to  see  what  was  happening.  She  was  secretly 
raging  that  her  son  had  made  his  choice  without  con- 
sulting her  in  any  way,  and  the  object  of  that  choice 
was  a  hated  being.  But  she  knew  very  well  that  any 
interposition  on  her  part  would   call   forth   a  pitying 
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smile  or  a  shrug  from  her  son,  and  would  confirm  him 
effectually  in  any  intention.  Moreover,  for  herself 
and  her  interest,  it  was  most  important  that  Helene 
had  taken  the  matter  into  her  own  hands,  and  seemed 
ro  wish  to  carry  it  through  with  a  sort  of  enthusiasm 
f  self-sacrifice.  Though  perfectly  in  the  dark  as  to 
the  motives  of  this  most  extraordinary  state  of  affairs, 
she  yet  felt  instinctively  that  there  was  no  disadvan- 
tage to  be  feared,  and  therefore  determined  quickly, 
though  with  rage  in  her  heart,  to  make  a  good  face  in 
the  bad  game  and  assume  the  role  of  the  forgiving 
and  blessing  mother.  But  Elizabeth's  replies  suddenly 
shut  her  up  again.  The  hope  dawned  upon  her  that 
the  girl  herself  would  spoil  the  match  with  her 
obstinacy,  and  the  baroness  had  merely  to  pour  oil 
upon  the  flames. 

"  That  is  a  narrow-minded  idea,  my  dear,"  said  she 
to  Helene,  who  had  been  perplexed  by  Elizabeth's 
replies.  "  You  may,  however,  have  your  valid  reasons 
for  avoiding  the  light  of  the  higher  regions,"  she 
observed  in  a  biting  tone,  turning  to  Elizabeth. 

"  I  have  no  cause  for  fleeing  the  light,"  replied  the 
girl,  speaking  far  more  calmly  and  composedly  than 
M't'ore,  "unless  it  should  suddenly  reveal  unsuspected 
ugly  traits  in  my  character,  just  as  it  reveals  the  spots 
in  the  escutcheon.  But  we  love  our  name  because  it 
is  honorable  and  stainless,  and  shall  not  exchange  this 
blameless  inheritance  for  a  possession  that  the  tears 
and  sweat  of  others  have  borne  to  greatness." 

"  Heavens,  how  exalted  !"  exclaimed  the  baroness, 
laughing  cynically. 

"  This  cannot  be  serious,  Elizabeth,"  Helene  said. 
"  Do  not  forget  that  the  happiness  of  two  human  lives 
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depends  upon  this  decision."  She  darted  a  significant 
glance  at  the  young  girl,  but  it  seemed  not  to  be 
understood.  "  You  must  bring  your  noble  name  into 
the  sphere  to  which  from  now  on  you  will  belong. 
You  know  this  as  well  as  I  do,  and  you  surely  will 
not  destroy  your  own  hopes  and  those  of  others  for 
the  sake  of  a  whim." 

"  But  I  am  utterly  unable  to  comprehend  you !" 
exclaimed  Elizabeth  excitedly.  "  It  does  not  enter 
ray  mind  to  connect  any  hopes  whatsoever  with  that 
name.  Least  of  all  can  I  understand  how  the  hopes  of 
others  can  depend  upon  a  decision  reached  by  such  a 
poor  insignificant  girl  as  I." 

"You  are  not  poor,  dear  child,"  responded  Helene. 
"  Come,"  she  continued,  with  great  emotion ;  "  from 
this  day  we  are  sisters.  Is  it  not  so,  Rudolph  ?"  she 
continued,  turning  with  some  embarrassment  to  her 
brother.  "  You,  too,  welcome  Emil's  betrothed  into 
our  family,  and  approve  of  my  sharing  everything 
with  her  in  sisterly  fashion  V 

"  Yes,"  came  the  answer,  hoarse  but  firm. 

Elizabeth  drew  her  hand  across  her  brow.  "What 
she  had  just  heard  sounded  so  incredible.  "  Emil's 
betrothed,"  Fraulein  von  Walde  had  said,  and  meant 
herself — Elizabeth.  Impossible !  Had  all  these  people 
conspired  to  terrify  her  ?  And  he,  who  knew  that  she 
detested  von  Hollfeld,  joined  them.  He  stood  there, 
opposite  her,  with  folded  arms,  a  picture  of  unyielding 
severity  and  repulsion.  He  had  been  standing  motion- 
less the  whole  time,  and  now  opened  his  lips  only  to 
utter  a  "  yes,"  which  had  an  excruciating  force  for  the 
girl.  Had  he  not  on  a  former  occasion  sought,  in  the 
roughest  way,  to  hinder  his  cousin's  advances  toward 
her? 
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Suddenly  a  flash  of  lightning  seemed  to  strike  her  at 
the  thought,  illumining  the  problem.  She  was  of  the 
nobility  now.  Hollfeld's  genealogical  tree  would  no 
longer  be  dishonored  by  a  civilian  name ;  hence  the 
readiness  of  his  relatives  to  support  him  in  his  wooing ; 
hence  Helene's  disappointment  at  her  declaration  that 
she  scorned  the  name  which  had  fallen  to  her  lot.  But 
how  did  it  happen  that  they  all  assumed  a  complete 
understanding  between  herself  and  this  man  whom  she 
loathed?  This  question  she  could  not  answer,  for 
her  thoughts  were  in  an  unspeakable  tumult.  One 
thing  only  was  clear — that  she  must  instantly  repel 
that  imputation  most  vigorously. 

"  I  see  that  there  is  some  misunderstanding,  the 
origin  of  which  I  cannot  fathom,"  she  said  hastily.  "  It 
was  Herr  von  Hollfeld's  duty  to  clear  the  matter  up ; 
but  since  he  prefers  to  keep  silence,  I  am  obliged  to 
speak,  to  declare  that  he  has  never,  never  received  any 
promise  from  me  !" 

"  But,  dear  child,"  objected  Helene  hesitatingly, 
"  did  we  not  see  with  our  own  eyes  when  we  came  in 
that " 

Here  she  broke  off.- 

These  words  came  like  a  thunderclap  to  Elizabeth. 
In  her  pure,  innocent  soul  the  fear  had  not  for  a 
moment  arisen  that  that  moment  of  terror  and  helpless- 
ness could  be  misunderstood.  And  now  with  infinite 
pain  she  discovered  that  it  had  been  made  to  place  her 
in  a  detestable  light.  She  turned  again  to  Ilollfeld, 
but  a  glance  showed  her  that  there  was  no  vindication 
of  her  honor  to  be  looked  for  in  that  quarter.  He 
leaned  against  the  window,  with  his  back  half  turned 
to  the  others,  like  a  detected  schoolboy.     If  the  ladies 
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had  been  alone  he  would  doubtless  have  sought  to  help 
himself  with  a  tissue  of  lies  ;  but  von  Walde's  presence 
lamed  him  completely.  He  contented  himself  with 
maintaining  a  silence  open  to  the  most  various  inter- 
pretations. 

"  My  God,  how  horrible !"  cried  the  girl,  beside  her- 
self, wringing  her  hands.  "You  saw,"  she  said,  turning 
her  head  with  mortification  and  drawing  a  long  breath, 
"a  defenseless  girl  struggling  in  vain  to  repel  the 
intrusion  of  a  dishonorable  man.  The  assurance  of  my 
profoundest  contempt,  of  my  utter  loathing,  did  not 
suffice  to  deter  him.  I  have  constantly  revealed  these 
sentiments  to  Herr  von  Hollfeld  in  the  most  outspoken 
manner,  and  yet " 

A  loud  noise  behind  her  made  her  stop  suddenly. 
Helene  had  sunk  into  the  cushion  upon  the  sofa,  and 
her  right  hand  clutched  the  tablecloth  so  convulsively 
that  the  porcelain  upon  the  waiter  jangled  and  rattled. 
The  young  lady's  face  was  ashy  pale.  Her  dull  eyes 
wandered  to  Hollfeld.  In  vain  did  she  strive  to  van- 
quish her  emotion.  The  light  thus  suddenly  cast  upon 
a  net  of  hideous  intrigue  was  too  harshly  clear ;  its  ray 
had  something  of  the  destructive* force  of  the  lightning- 
flash  for  the  hitherto  innocently  trustful  heart  of 
Helene. 

Although  at  the  highest  pitch  of  excitement,  and 
about  to  give  expression  to  indignation  in  yet  more 
drastic  terms,  Elizabeth's  heart  melted  instantlv  in 
tender  pity  for  the  sufferer  before  her.  In  defending 
her  own  honor  she  had  torn  the  bandage  from  the 
eyes  of  the  unfortunate  girl.  This  hurt  her  deeply  for 
Helene's  sake,  though  she  knew  that  the  disappoint- 
ment must  come  sooner  or  later.    She  stepped  quickly 
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to  the  sofa  and  took  between  her  own  the  ice-cold 
hand  which  slowly  glided  from  the  table. 

"  Forgive  me  if  I  have  shocked  you  by  my  excited 
speaking,"  she  said  pleadingly,  yet  firmly.  "  It  will 
not  be  difficult  to  put  yourself  in  my  place.  A  few 
explanatory  words  from  Herr  von  Hollfeld  would  have 
sufficed  to  remove  from  me  an  unworthy  suspicion.  I 
should  not  have  been  compelled  to  express  my  opinion 
of  his  character  and  his  actions  so  unconditionally.  I 
regret  that  it  has  happened,  but  I  cannot  retract  one 
iota  of  it." 

She  kissed  Helene's  hand  and  left  the  pavilion  in 
silence.  It  seemed  to  her  as  though  Herr  von  Walde 
hastily  stretched  out  his  hand  toward  her  as  she  passed 
him,  but  she  did  not  look  up. 

She  followed  the  narrow  winding  path  which  passed 
through  a  copse  and  opened  upon  a  brook.  She 
crossed  the  broad  gravel  road  to  the  castle,  and 
entered  the  narrow  wood  path  which  led  to  the  nun's 
tower  without  knowing  where  she  was  or  reflecting 
that  she  was  going  away  from  her  homeward  path. 

She  was  in  a  state  of  unendurable  excitement.  A 
mighty  storm  was  raging  in  her  brain.  Hollf  eld's 
proposition  of  marriage,  his  boundless  passion,  Bertha's 
sudden  appearance  at  the  pavilion  window,  the  inex- 
plicable fact  that  Ilelene  had  joyfully  greeted  her  as 
Hollfeld's  betrothed,  when  Ilelene  herself  passionately 
loved  Hollfeld — all  this  kept  flying  through  her 
thoughts,  and  in  the  midst  resounded  the  cutting 
"yes"  of  Herr  von  Walde.  He  would  have  welcomed 
her,  then,  as  Ilollfehrs  betrothed  !  It  would  not  have 
cost  him  the  slightest  effort  to  see  her  at  his  cousin's 
side.     This   marriage  had  doubtless  been  determined 
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upon  in  family  conclave.  Herr  von  Walde  had 
weighed  the  pros  and  cons  with  his  coldly  judicial  in- 
tellect, and  had  finally  agreed  with  his  sister  that 
Enid's  choice  would  no  longer  disgrace  the  lineage  of 
the  von  Hollfelds.  They  would  accept  her  graciously, 
and  generously  make  good  her  poverty  out  of  their 
own  wealth. 

At  this  thought  Elizabeth  clinched  her  teeth  as  if 
suffering  an  acute  bodily  pain.  An  unutterable  bitter- 
ness filled  her  soul,  whose  deep  affection  had  been 
unappreciated  and  trodden  underfoot  by  yonder 
coldly  calculating  aristocrat.  How  had  she  even  hoped 
that  he  could  cherish  sympathy  for  a  warmly  beating 
woman's  heart,  which,  struggling  for  freedom,  had  no 
room  for  those  narrow-hearted,  often  ridiculous  human 
distinctions  of  persons ;  he  who  sought  the  nimbus  and 
charms  of  a  wife  in  the  mold  and  debris  of  ancient 
genealogy  ? 

She  often  paused,  lost  in  thought ;  then  she  strode 
on  hastily,  as  though  driven  by  the  stream  of  her 
thoughts,  without  reflecting  which  path  she  was  fol- 
lowing or  recognizing  that  it  was  the  same  which  she 
had  followed  a  few  days  before,  full  of  anxiety  and 
timidity,  at  his  side.  The  projecting  branches  of  the 
trees  and  bushes  struck  her  forehead.  She  forgot  how 
carefully  he  had  bent  them  from  her  when  they  threat- 
ened her  face.  The  bushes  were  still  damaged,  and 
torn  leaves  were  still  wilting  upon  the  ground  where 
Fraulein  von  Quittelsdorf  and  Hollfeld  had  broken  a 
path  for  themselves  toward  the  two  wanderers  in  the 
solitude.  This  was  the  place,  too,  where  the  half- 
finished  greeting  had  been  whispered.  Elizabeth 
passed  it  unheedingly,  and  it  was  well  for  her  she  did, 
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for  her  burning  eyes  had  no  tears,  and  here  was  the 
place  where  she  would  surely  have  wished  to  cry  her 
whole  heart  out. 

At  last  she  looked  about  her  in  amazement.  She  was 
standing  before  the  nun's  tower.  She  was  perhaps  the 
first  human  being  to  revisit  the  scene  of  festivities  since 
the  last  of  the  guests  and  the  weary  castle  servants  had 
deserted  it  on  that  night. 

It  looked  neglected  and  disorderly  enough.  The 
narrow,  level  space  had  not  a  single  upright  grass- 
blade.  Everything  had  been  trodden  down  by  the 
dancers,  who  had  been  no  elfin  company.  The  two 
pines  which  had  supported  the  vivandiere's  tent  lay 
stretched  upon  the  ground  upon  a  heap  of  broken 
bottles  and  remnants  of  fireworks,  and  above  these 
hung  the  withered  and  shrunken  garlands  from  tower 
to  oak.  A  slight  breeze  whispered  through  the  dried 
blossoms,  which  pressed  close  together,  and  swaying 
high  in  the  air  had  perished  in  sight  of  a  superabun- 
dance of  enjoyment. 

It  was  growing  slightly  dusk  already  below  the 
oaks,  though  a  golden  shimmer  still  rested  upon  their 
crowns  and  the  gray  floor  of  the  tower-roof. 

Slightly  shuddering,  Elizabeth  suddenly  became 
aware  of  her  complete  solitude  in  the  heart  of  the 
deathly  silent,  darkening  forest.  Yet  a  strong  feeling 
drew  her  toward  the  spot  where  Herr  von  Walde  had 
taken  leave  of  her.  She  crossed  the  trodden,  shaven 
lawn,  and  remained  standing  as  though  rooted  to  the 
spot,  for  the  evening  wind  bore  to  her  ear  single, 
disconnected  utterances  of  a  human  voice.  At  first  it 
sounded  like  distant  isolated  calls  for  help,  but  gradu- 
ally  the    tones    became   connected   and   approached 
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rapidly.  It  was  a  piercingly  sharp,  screaming  female 
voice,  shrieking  rather  than  singing  a  sacred  hymn. 
Elizabeth  could  distinctly  hear  the  woman  running 
forward  as  she  sang. 

Suddenly  the  melody  was  broken  off  and  a  horrible 
laugh  took  its  place,  or  rather  a  cry,  forming  a  scale  of 
scorn,  triumph  and  bitter  pain. 

An  evil  foreboding  arose  in  Elizabeth's  mind.  Her 
glance  wandered  in  alarm  into  the  forest  darkness  in 
the  direction  whence  the  noise  came.  There  was 
silence  again  for  a  moment,  and  then  the  voice  began 
the  song  anew,  but  now  it  advanced  as  though  upon 
the  wings  of  the  wind. 

Elizabeth  stepped  into  the  open  door  of  the  tower,, 
for  she  did  not  wish  to  get  into  the  way  of  the  wander- 
ing singer,  who  must  evidently  be  an  uncanny  person. 
Bat  scarcely  had  she  crossed  the  threshold  when  the 
laughter  resounded  again  close  beside  her. 

Across  the  lawn  from  Elizabeth,  Bertha  came  plung- 
ing out  of  the  thicket  with  Wolf,  the  forester's  fierce 
dog,  by  her  side. 

"Wolf,  seize  her!"  she  cried,  stretching  out  both 
hands  to  Elizabeth.  The  animal  crossed  the  lawn  with 
a  howl. 

Elizabeth  slammed  the  door  and  bounded  up  the 
stairs.  She  won  an  advantage,  but  before  she  reached 
the  roof  the  door  below  had  been  opened.  The  panting 
dog  plunged  up  the  stairs  with  the  madwoman  after 
him,  urging  him  forward  constantly. 

The  hunted  Elizabeth  reached  the  last  step  breath- 
less, heard  the  panting  of  the  frantic  animal  almost 
upon  her,  and  with  one  last  effort  closed  the  oaken 
door  which  led  to  the  roof,  leaning  against  it  with  all 
her  might. 
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A  moment  later  Bertha  rattled  at  the  latch,  but  the 
door  did  not  yield.  She  was  raving,  and  hurled  her- 
self frantically  against  it  with  all  her  strength,  while 
Wolf,  alternately  howling  and  growling,  scratched  at 
the  sill. 

"  You  umber  witch  out  there,"  screamed  Bertha,  "  I 
shall  wring  your  neck.  I  shall  seize  you  by  "your 
yellow  hair  and  drag  you  through  the  woods.  You 
stole  his  heart  away  from  me,  you  moon-face,  you 
virtuous  doll,  you  hypocrite  !     ^Yolf,  seize  her  !" 

The  dog  whined,  and  hurled  himself  against  the 
door. 

"  Tear  her  in  pieces,  Wolf,  bury  your  teeth  in  her 
pretty  white  ringers  that  have  bet  witched  him  with 
their  music  that  comes  from  the  devil.  Woe  be  unto 
you,  woe,  woe !  May  you  be  damned,  and  damned  the 
tones  that  your  fingers  bring  forth !  They  shall  be 
poisonous,  murderous  points,  that  turn  upon  your  own 
heart  and  rend  it !" 

Again  she  hurled  herself  against  the  door.  The 
.indent  boards  trembled  and  groaned,  but  it  did  not 
give  way  beneath  the  blows  of  the  powerless  little  foot. 

Elizabeth,  meanwhile,  pale  and  with  contracted  lips, 
Leaned  against  the  door  from  the  outside.  She  had 
picked  up  a  piece  of  wood  that  lay  at  her  feet  to 
defend  herself  against  the  dog  in  case  of  need.  At 
Bertha's  curses  and  oaths  she  trembled  from  head  to 
foot,  but  held  herself  the  more  erect  and  defiant. 

If  she  had  examined  the  lock  critically,  she  would 
have  seen  that  her  effort  to  brace  her  slender  frame 
was  wholly  unnecessary,  for  a  heavy  bolt  had  sprung 
forward  against  which  the  feeble  efforts  of  the  mad- 
woman were  wholly  powerless. 
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"  Will  you  open  this  door,"  shrieked  Bertha,  "  you 
transparent,  fragile  creature !  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Gold  Elsie, 
the  old  growling  bear  that  I  hate  like  poison  calls  her. 
The  old  wretch  will  not  be  pious ;  well,  let  him  go  to 
hell,  but  I  will  be  blessed,  blessed,  blessed !  Gold 
Elsie  he  calls  her,  because  she  has  amber  hair.  Phew  ! 
how  ugly  you  are,  you  yellow  fox.  My  hair  is  black 
as  the  raven's  wing.  I  am  beautiful,  a  thousand  times 
more  beautiful  than  you!  Do  you  hear  that,  you 
monkey -face  out  there  ?" 

She  vvas  silent  from  exhaustion.  "Wolf,  too,  paused 
in  his  work  of  destruction  upon  the  sill.  At  that 
moment  a  distant  bell  rang  out  through  the  evening 
stillness  of  the  forest  tree-tops.  Elizabeth  knew  what 
it  meant.  A  funeral  train  was  moving  from  the  ruins 
of  Gnadeck  down  the  mountain-side.  The  mortal 
remains  of  Lila  were  leaving  the  house  against  whose 
walls  the  beautiful  gypsy  child  had  once  despairingly 
beaten  her  forehead.  She  was  borne  through  the 
forest,  the  longing  for  which  had  broken  her  heart  two 
centuries  ago. 

Bertha,  too,  seemed  to  be  listening  to  the  tolling. 
She  did  not  move. 

"  They  are  tolling  !"  she  screamed,  suddenly.  "Come, 
Wolf,  let  us  go  to  church.  She  must  stay  up  there 
among  the  clouds  ;  they  will  descend  upon  her  in  the 
night.  The  storm  shall  tear  her  hair  and  the  ravens 
come  and  peck  at  her  eyes,  for  she  is  accursed, 
accursed." 

She  began  her  hvmn  again.  Her  dreadful  voice 
resounded  cruelly  against  the  narrow  walls  of  the 
tower.  She  sprang,  singing,  across  the  level  in  the 
direction  in  which  she  had  come. 
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Not  once  did  she  turn  toward  the  tower.  Now  that 
she  had  turned  her  back  upon  it  she  seemed  not  to 
know  that  the  object  of  her  hatred  was  standing  above 
her  behind  the  gray  stone  parapet.  Her  scarlet  skirt 
was  visible  once  in  the  dark  foliage,  and  then  Bertha 
and  her  dread  companion  disappeared.  Gradually  her 
song  too  died  away ;  the  gentle  breeze  brought  the 
tolling  only  to  the  hermit  on  the  tower-roof. 

With  a  breath  of  relief  she  abandoned  her  post  of 
defense,  which  she  had  mechanically  retained,  and 
reached  toward  the  lock,  but  the  old  rusty  knob 
remained  as  motionless  as  under  Bertha's  hands.  With 
terror  she  discovered  the  sprung  bolt  which  had 
befriended  and  defended  her  bravely,  but  held  her  a 
prisoner  now.  It  would  not  move  for  all  her  efforts. 
Exhausted  and  disheartened  the  girl  finally  gave  it  up. 

What  should  she  do  now  ?  She  thought  anxiously 
of  her  parents,  who  must  surely  be  uneasy  about  her 
already,  for  she  had  meant  to  be  present  at  the  inter- 
ment, as  a  matter  of  course. 

The  mighty  heads  of  the  forest  ranged  themselves 
about  her,  bathed  rosily  here  and  there  in  the  paling 
rays  of  the  setting  sun.     Far,  far  away  a  lighter  streak 

adjoined  the  dark  masses.     There  nestled  L ,  with 

its  proud  castle  on  the  height,  whose  long  arrays  of 
windows  blazed  up,  only  to  be  finally  extinguished. 
And  here  rose  the  mountain  with  the  Gnadeck  ruins, 
but  the  forest  concealed  the  familiar  home.  Not  even 
the  flagstaff  could  be  seen  from  here. 

Elizabeth  abandoned  at  once  all  hope  of  being  seen, 
and  said  to  herself  that  her  feeble  cry  for  help  must 
die  away  unheard,  for  the  tower  lay  buried  so  deep  in 
the  woods  no  highway  passed  near  by,  and  who  would 
traverse  at  eventide  a  path  that  led  to  the  nun's  tower? 
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Nevertheless  she  made  one  attempt  and  sent  a  cry 
out  into  the  air.  How  feeble  it  sounded.  It  seemed 
to  have  been  absorbed  by  the  nearest  tree-top.  It  had 
merely  aroused  some  neighboring  ravens,  who  now 
flew,  cawing,  above  the  girl's  head.  Then  all  was  still, 
painfully  still  again.  The  Lindhof  church-bell  had 
died  away.  In  the  west  there  was  still  a  feeble  red- 
some  tiny  clouds  delicately  bordered  with  gold  ;  but 
the  woods  lay  in  de?p  shadow. 

Elizabeth  paced  in  great  perplexity  up  and  down  the 
roof  of  the  nun's  tower.  She  paused  often  at  one 
corner,  in  the  direction  of  Lindhof  Castle,  for  that  was 
nearest  the  nun's  tower,  and  then  she  raised  her  voice 
in  vain  cries  for  help.  At  last  she  abandoned  the  effort, 
and  seated  herself  upon  a  bench  which,  built  into  the 
outer  wall  of  the  tower,  was  comparatively  well  pro- 
tected by  the  slate-roof  from  wind  and  weather. 

She  was  not  afraid  of  being  forced  to  spend  the  night 
up  there,  for  it  was  certain  that  she  would  be  searched 
for  in  the  woods.  But  what  hours  of  torturing  uncer- 
tainty her  beloved  ones  would  have  to  pass  through 
before  she  could  be  discovered  in  her  prison. 

This  thought  disturbed  her  indescribably  and  inten- 
sified her  nervous  excitement.  All  the  impressions 
received  to-day  had  been  of  so  terrible  a  nature,  and  she 
had  been  left  to  pass  through  them  so  utterly  alone,  so 
deprived  of  any  slightest  support  outside  of  her  own 
moral  fortitude.  Her  knees  were  still  trembling  from 
the  last  moment  of  terror.  What  could  have  brought 
Bertha's  madness  to  a  sudden  outburst  ?  She  had 
spoken  of  a  heart  which  Elizabeth  had  stolen  away. 
Could  it  be,  as  her  mother  had  often  suggested  of  late, 
that  Hollfeld  was  implicated  in  the  mystery  ? 
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All  the  painful  experiences  of  the  day  revived  at 
thought  of  hira.  But  now  as  she  sat  still  leaning 
against  the  wall  near  the  dark  sky,  no  sign  of  life 
about  her  beyond  the  murmur  of  the  damp  evening 
breeze  that  flutteringly  lingered  upon  her  heated 
face,  the  gloomy  defiance  with  which  she  had  tried  to 
arm  her  wounded  heart  gave  way  and  she  burst  into 
tears. 

Now  it  was  all,  all  over.  She  had  broken  forever 
with  the  Lindhof  company.  She  had  destroyed 
Helene's  ideal,  and  Herr  von  Walde,  who  imagined 
that  he  was  making  her  happy  by  giving  his  consent, 
had  had  his  gift  thrown  in  his  face,  so  to  speak.  This 
had  doubtless  deeply  wounded  his  pride.  She  would 
probably  never  see  him  again.  He  would  go  on  a 
journey  and  be  glad  to  lose  abroad  the  unpleasant 
impression  which  the  ingratitude  of  the  poor  piano- 
player  had  made  upon  him.  She  buried  her  face  in 
her  hands  and  the  tears  trickled  between  the  slender 
white  fingers. 

Meanwhile  night  fell,  but  it  did  not  grow  perfectly 
dark.  The  little  new  moon  rose  and  the  other  glowing 
wanderers  followed  their  paths,  not  dreaming  that  the 
planet  that  circled  with  them  all  incloses  within  itself 
a  million  little  worlds,  of  which  each  one  possesses  its 
own  heights  and  depths,  its  roaring  seas  with  ebb  and 
flow,  its  mighty  storms,  and  very  rarely  the  calm  of 
peace. 

There  was  life  and  motion  in  the  tower.  Anxious 
groans  and  slight  moanings  were  heard.  There  was  a 
slow  flapping  upon  the  stair  and  a  knocking  at  the 
door.  The  owls  and  bats  were  awake  and  seekine;  in 
vain  their  accustomed  exit.     Down  in  the  forest,  too, 
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there  was  a  rustling.  The  game  came  out  of  the 
thicket  and  crossed  the  lawn  in  full  security.  In  thi* 
far  distance  toward  the  east,  where  the  woods  retained 
almost  their  primeval  wildness  and  loneliness,  de- 
scending into  deep  valleys  and  clambering  up  the 
farther  side  unhindered,  a  faint  shot  echoed  now 
and  then.  Each  time  Elizabeth  leaned,  trembling, 
closer  to  the  wall  beneath  the  protecting  roof,  as 
though  some  ill-boding  pair  of  eyes  could  penetrate 
hither,  for  they  who  were  hunting  there  were  breaking 
the  law. 

Still  no  help  came.  Her  anxiety  for  her  parents' 
fears  had  been  well  founded.  In  any  case  they  must 
suppose  that  their  daughter  was  at  the  castle,  and  were 
perhaps  much  displeased  at  her  absence,  waiting  pos- 
sibly until  ten  o'clock  for  her  return.  It  might,  there- 
fore, be  midnight  before  her  release. 

It  became  unpleasantly  cool.  Shivering,  she  drew 
her  light  mantle  across  her  bosom  and  twisted  a  hand- 
kerchief about  her  neck.  She  was  obliged  to  leave  the 
bench  and  pace  up  and  down  the  platform  to  avoid 
taking  cold.  She  frequently  leaned  over  the  balustrade 
and  looked  down. 

White  clouds  played  about  the  clearing,  nearing 
each  other,  then  parting  again.  It  was  the  mist  which 
arose  from  the  moist  ground  of  the  forest.  Elizabeth 
ceased  to  think  of  the  motley  splendor,  the  presump- 
tion and  vanity,  which  had  assembled  a  few  days 
before  beneath  her  tower  prison  ;  of  the  many  trivial 
words  that  had  been  dropped  there,  and  had  brought 
with  them  a  confusion  of  tongues,  as  though  the  nun's 
tower  stood  not  upon  ancient  and  respectable  Thu- 
ringian  soil,  but  upon  the  banks  of  the  Euphrates.   Out 
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of  the  mist  the  shades  of  the  cloister  nuns  appeared, 
with  immovable,  passionless  faces,  their  burnt-out 
hearts  beneath  the  flowing  robes  and  waxen  brows 
behind  their  faintly  shimmering  forehead-bands, 
released  from  the  unquiet,  torturing  thoughts  which 
had  constantly  crossed  the  road  from  earth  to  heaven 
and  had  persistently  fallen  back  to  the  world  full  of  sin 
and  evil  wishes. 

Elizabeth  thought  of  the  gloomy  times  when  these 
dusky  walls  rose  into  the  air  about  her  to  expiate  the 
crime  of  a  noble  murderer — cold,  senseless  walls — to 
propitiate  Him  who  has  given  us  the  living  world,  who 
is  the  source  of  warm  eternal  love,  as  though  all  the 
whispered  prayers  of  all  the  women  buried  alive,  all 
the  chanted  chorals  and  organ-peals,  had  wafted  away 
the  stains  which  the  criminal  bore  with  him  to  the 
feet  of  the  Eternal.  No,  never,  no  !  He  will  not  ac- 
cept incense  strewn  in  the  service  of  Baal,  and  never 
changes  His  eternal  decisions  at  the  blind  request  of 
his  creatures.     .     .     . 

What  a  horrible  piece  of  family  history  of  the  von 
Gnadewitzes  these  crumbling  remnants  of  wall  beneath 
her  related  !  .  .  .  And  yet  a  being  fully  conscious 
of  its  struggle  and  endeavor  for  virtue  and  intellectual 
progress  was  supposed  to  have  a  claim  upon  recognition 
only  when  it  could  claim  the  right  to  bear  that  name  ; 
must  learn  that  a  stainless  name  was  valueless  in  con- 
trast with  human  distinctions,  which  are  really  nothing 
but  figments  of  the  imagination. 

Was  the  superstition  which  burned  witches  darker 
than  is  the  belief  in  privilege  of  birth  which  verily,  not 
less  cruel  in  its  consequences  than  the  flame  of  the 
stake,  has  smothered  many  a  richly  beautiful  human 


340  GOLD  ELSIE. 

soul — that  belief  which  flatly  contradicts  the  intention 
of  the  All  Good,  according  to  which  His  children  go 
forth  from  His  creative  hand,  equal  in  outer  form,  in 
the  equipment  of  the  senses,  the  tools  of  life,  where- 
with king  and  beggar  alike  enjoy  or  suffer,  equal  in 
the  nature  of  the  gleam  of  light  which  animates  the 
outer  husk  ?  For  where  is  the  soul  which,  even  at  the 
summit  of  human  perfectibility,  has  no  weakness,  and 
where  the  vilest  human  creature  in  whom,  beneath  the 
debris  of  demoralization,  there  is  not  at  least  one  good 
quality  left  ?  And  he,  who  bore  upon  his  brow  the 
insignia  of  earnest  thought,  whose  look  and  voice  could 
melt  into  gentleness  (though  they  seldom  did  so),  such 
as  proceeds  only  from  a  nature  susceptible  to  deep 
emotion — he,  too,  was  under  the  ban  of  these  wretched 
prejudices.  He  placed  the  perishable  form  above  the 
undying  right  of  the  human  soul,  according  to  which 
we  think  and  act  in  freedom.  And  is  it  not  precisely 
the  highest,  holiest  feeling  of  the  human  soul,  love 
itself,  which  is  oftenest  crushed  mercilessly  beneath 
that  system  ?  Suppose  Elizabeth  had  loved  Hollfeld, 
what  must  have  been  her  fate  but  for  that  discovery  ? 
And  suppose — a  contemptuous  smile  played  over  the 
girl's  lips — in  Herr  von  Walde's  heart  an  inclination 
for  her  had  ever  ventured  to  spring  up,  and  he  should 
come  now  to  offer  her  his  hand  ?  Dreadful  thought ! 
Never,  never  could  she  share  his  life  with  the  conscious- 
ness that  her  unsuitable  love  could  be  required  only  as 
convenience  and  antiquated,  obsolescent  laws  per- 
mitted. In  contrast  with  such  protracted  torture,  the 
pain  of  renunciation  lost  much  of  its  terrors. 

Elizabeth  returned  to  the  corner  of  the  balustrade 
with  somber  looks,  and  gazed  toward  Lindhof.    There 
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the  profoundest  silence  reigned.  The  same  star 
twinkled  above  the  wretched  huts  of  the  village  and 
the  proud  castle,  or  was  there  really  a  single  red  ray 
at  the  point  where  the  woods  gave  way  to  the  park? 
-No,  that  shimmer  arose  from  below,  and  cast  a  reddish 
glow  through  the  tree-tops  as  it  pressed  into  the  woods 
and  came  rapidly  forward.  It  was  unquestionably  a 
torch  borne  along  the  narrow  path  by  which  Elizabeth 
had  reached  the  nun's  tower. 

Once  the  light  stood  still,  and  a  distant  cry  reached 
Elizabeth's  ears.  She  said  to  herself  rejoicingly  that 
help  was  approaching,  and  raised  her  voice  in  answer, 
though  she  knew  the  faint  cry  could  not  reach  the 
seeker.  Another  moment  the  shimmer  lingered,  then 
it  came,  with  flying  haste,  nearer  and  nearer.  The 
young  prisoner  could  soon  distinguish  the  flame,  and 
saw  the  sparks  dance  about  when  the  torch  was  beaten 
against  the  ground. 

"  Elizabeth !"  resounded  suddenly  through  the 
forest. 

The  voice  penetrated  her  very  marrow,  for  it  was 
his  voice — Ilerr  von  Walde  was  calling  her  in  tones 
of  indescribable  anguish. 

"Here!"  she  replied:  "here  I  am,  up  on  the 
lower!" 

The  torch-bearer  plunged  into  the  thicket  and  across 
the  lawn.  In  a  few  seconds  he  stood  upon  the  highest 
step  and  shook  the  door  vigorously.  A  few  powerful 
kicks  and  the  old  door  fell  to  pieces  with  a  creak  and 
groan. 

Ilerr  von  "Walde  stepped  out  upon  the  platform.  In 
his  left  hand  he  held  a  torch,  and  with  the  right  he 
drew  Elizabeth  within  the  circle  of  its  light.     He  had 
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no  hat;  his  dark  hair  fell  in  disorder  across  his  fore- 
head,  and  he  was  deadly  pale.  His  eyes  roamed 
quickly  over  her  whole  figure,  as  if  to  convince  him- 
self that  she  was  really  uninjured.  He  seemed  to  be 
in  an  indescribable  state  of  excitement.  The  hand 
which  held  her  arm  trembled  violently.  In  the  first 
moment  he  could  not  utter  one  word. 

"  Elizabeth,  poor  child  !"  he  exclaimed  at  last  with 
a  sigh.  "  The  shame  that  you  have  suffered  in  my 
house  to-day  has  driven  you  here,  this  dark  night,  to 
this  uncanny  heap  of  stones  V 

Elizabeth  explained  to  him  that  her  stay  was  no 
voluntary  one,  as  the  closed  door  proved,  and  told  her 
story  in  the  fewest  possible  words.  She  was  going 
down  the  stairs  as  she  spoke.  He  went  in  advance 
and  offered  her  his  hand  for  support ;  but  she  held  the 
cord  which  served  as  a  balustrade,  and  turned  away 
her  eyes,  ignoring  his  movement. 

At  that  moment  the  torch,  which  had  been  burning 
dimly,  went  out  in  the  strong  draught  that  streamed 
through  the  open  door.  They  were  both  enveloped  in 
impenetrable  darkness. 

"  Now  give  me  your  hand,"  he  said,  falling  back 
into  the  old  tone  of  command. 

"  I  have  hold  of  the  cord,  and  need  no  other  sup- 
port," she  replied  decidedly. 

Scarcely  had  she  uttered  the  last  word  when  she  felt 
herself  caught  in  his  arms,  which  lifted  her,  like  a 
feather,  from  the  floor  without  further  ceremony,  and 
carried  her  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 

"  Foolish  child,"  he  said,  setting  her  down  upon  the 
lawn.  "  I  shall  not  permit  you  to  break  your  limbs 
upon  the  stones  of  this  old  tower." 
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She  entered  the  path  which  led  to  Castle  Lindhof 
by  the  shortest  route.  Herr  von  Walde  strode  along 
at  her  side. 

"  You  mean  to  leave  me  without  one  friendly  word  ?" 
he  asked,  pausing.  Pain  and  restrained  anger  were 
struggling  in  his  tone.  "  Have  I  had  the  misfortune 
to  affront  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  you  have  hurt  me." 

"  By  not  calling  my  cousin  instantly  to  account  ?" 

"You  could  not  do  that.  His  wooing  had  your 
approval.  You,  as  well  as  the  others,  wished  to  force 
me  to  bestow  my  hand  upon  Herr  von  Hollfeld." 

"  I  force  you  ?  Child,  child,  how  little  you  under- 
stand a  man's  heart !  I  was  under  a  wretched  misap- 
prehension, or,  more  properly,  I  wished  to  rid  myself 
wholly  of  it,  wished  to  apply  a  test  when  I  said  '  Yes.' 
You  shall  learn,  on  the  contrary,  that  I  will  remove 
everything  which  might  recall  the  episode  of  to-day. 
Do  you  like  being  at  Lindhof  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  The  Baroness  Lessen  shall  leave  the  castle,  and  I 
wish  to  beg  you  to  be  with  my  sister  when — when  I 
go  out  into  the  wide  world  again." 

"I  cannot  promise  you  this." 

"  Why  not  ?" 

"  Friiulein  von  Walde  will  not  desire  my  company 
even  if —  I  have  declared  once  to-day  that  I  shall 
not  bear  my  new  name." 

"  Extraordinary  answer !  That  has  nothing  to  do 
with  my  request.  Oh  !  now  I  understand.  It  is  get- 
ting clear  in  my  dull  brain.  You  think  I  have  approved 
of  Hollfeld's  choice  because  you  have  suddenly  come 
into  a  noble  name  ;  is  it  not  so  ?" 
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"  Yes,  that  is  my  belief." 

"  Arid  concluded,  further,  that  I  now  desire  your 
companionship  for  my  sister  for  the  same  reason  % 
You  think  that,  in  general,  the  aristocratic  casts  the 
deciding  vote  in  all  that  I  do  and  say  2" 

"  Yes." 

"  Well  then,  I  ask  you,  what  name  did  you  bear 
when  I  asked  you  here,  upon  this  same  path,  to  give 
me  your  greeting  ?" 

"  We  did  not  know  then  what  secrets  the  jutty 
buried." 

"  Have  you  forgotten  the  words  you  repeated  after 
me  then  ?" 

"No,  I  have  every  syllable  clear  and  fast  in  my 
memory,"  responded  the  girl  hastily. 

"  Well,  do  you  think  such  words  could  end  with 
*  may  you  have  good  health  in  the  new  year  V  " 

The  young  girl  did  not  reply,  but  looked  up  at  him 
with  a  blush. 

"Listen  to  me  a  moment  quietly,  Elizabeth,"  he 
continued.  But  he  was  so  little  quiet  himself  that  the 
beating  of  his  heart  could  be  heard  in  the  trembling  of 
his  voice,  almost  smothered  by  emotion.  "A  man 
whom  fortune  favored  with  wealth  and  exalted  station 
distrusted  these  advantages  when  he  began  to  think 
for  himself.  He  feared  to  lose  by  reason  of  them  that 
which  he  called  happiness.  He  had  his  own  ideal  of  a 
comrade  for  life.  He  did  not  demand  extraordinary 
mental  or  physical  gifts;  he  sought  a  being  who 
possessed  a  pure,  rich  heart,  without  a  comprehension 
of  the  advantages  of  rank  and  wealth.  And  he  would 
have  given  himself  unreservedly  to  such  a  one.  He 
gradually  came  to  the  conclusion  that  his  ideal  must 
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remain  an  ideal,  for  in  his  search  he  had  come  to  be 
thirty-seven  years  old.  When  hope  has  already  folded 
her  wings  and  it  is  about  to  grow  dark,  then  a  glow- 
ing sunrise  at  the  twelfth  hour  has  something;  over- 
whelming  for  the  human  soul.  It  is  wrested  from  its 
wonted  path,  and  the  very  delay,  the  long,  unsuccess- 
ful waiting,  plunge  it  in  a  sea  of  doubts  and  keep  it 
from  believing  in  its  unexpected  happiness.  Elizabeth, 
he  found  such  a  heart,  which,  fortified  by  a  clear, 
richly-gifted  mind,  took  its  stand  far  above  all  such 
petty  interest.  But  it  beat  in  a  young  bosom  endowed 
with  the  utmost  charm.  Was  it  any  wonder  that  a 
man  in  mature  years,  who,  as  he  well  knew,  possessed 
no  outward  attractions,  looked  suspiciously  and 
anxiously  at  another,  who  could  lay  youth  and  beauty 
in  the  scales  ?  Was  it  anv  wonder  that  he  let  himself 
be  carried  away  by  a  look,  an  assurance,  an  action  of 
a  young  girl,  soaring  one  moment  upon  the  heights, 
only  to  plunge  the  next  into  the  deepest  discourage- 
ment when  he  saw  the  efforts  of  the  other  ?  Was  it 
not  natural  for  him  to  fear  that  youth  would  give 
youth  the  preference?  Never- did  a  man's  heart  more 
ardently  long  for  the  fulfillment  of  its  wishes  than  his, 
and  perhaps  none  ever  doubted,  in  a  more  cowardly 
way,  the  success  of  his  hopes.  And  when  people  told 
him  that  his  worshiped  idol  would  belong  to  that 
other  he  drained  the  cup  of  sorrow  and  said  that 
'  Yes,' because  he  believed  he  acted  as  she  wished. 
Elizabeth,  I  stood  upon  the  threshold  of  the  pavilion 
this  morning  perfectly  annihilated  and  despairing. 
You  do  not  know  what  it  means  to  a  seaman  to  pack 
all  his  treasures  in  one  little  bark  and  see  it  sink 
before  his  eyes.     Shall  I  describe  to  you  what  I  felt 
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when  I  heard  you  so  emphatically  reject  your  promo- 
tion, and  so  make  your  marriage  with  Hollfeld  an 
impossibility  ?  Shall  I  tell  you  that  consideration  for 
my  sister's  state  and  respect  for  yourself  alone  re- 
strained me  from  thrashing  the  dishonorable  cur  on 
the  spot?  He  has  left  Castle  Lindhof  already,  and 
will  never  cross  your  path  again.  Pray  forget  the 
insults  which  he  inflicted  upon  you  to-day  in  my 
house." 

He  had  been  holding  both  her  hands  and  pressing 
them  against  his  heart.  She  let  it  be  so  and  answered 
his  request  affirmatively,  though  with  trembling  lips. 

"And  shall  we  not  forget  everything,  my  dear  little 
Gold  Elsie,  which  has  crowded  in  between  the  begin- 
ning and  the  end  of  the  birthday  greeting?  My 
lovely,  fair-haired  girl,  the  delight  of  my  eyes — my 
little  Elizabeth  Ferber — is  standing  before  me,  repeat- 
ing faithfully,  word  for  word — is  it  not  so? — the  last 
sentence  that  was  so  rudely  interrupted.  What  was  it  ?" 

"  Here  is  my  hand  as  a  pledge  of  an  unutterable 
happiness,"  stammered  Elizabeth.  "  I  will  be  yours  in 
life,  death  and  all  eternity." 

But  she  strove  in  vain  to  open  her  lips  to  repeat  the 
words  which  he  solemnly  pronounced  with  the  deep- 
est emotion.  Tears  poured  from  her  eyes,  and  she 
wound  her  arms  about  his  neck,  while  he  pressed  her 
exultingly  to  his  breast. 

"  Now  my  heavenly  dream  has  vanished  again,"  he 
said,  with  a  sigh,  as  Elizabeth  freed  herself  at  last  from 
his  arms.  "  At  least  give  me  your  hand,  Elizabeth  ;  I 
must  learn  to  believe  in  my  good-fortune.  If  you 
leave  me  to-day  I  shall  fall  back  to-night  into  my 
doubts.     Are  you  clearly  conscious  that  you  are  now 
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irrevocably  mine  ;  that  you  must  leave  father,  mother, 
and  the  familiar  home  upon  the  mountain  for  my 
sake  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  know  it,  and  will  it  so,  Rudolph,"  she  said, 
with  a  smile,  but  firmly. 

"  Blessings  on  you,  my  darling,  for  these  words.  . 
.  .  But  you  must  know  the  whole  weakness  of  my 
unbelief.  Was  it  not  mere  compassion  for  my  bound- 
less love  that  moved  you  to  yield  to  my  tempestuous 
wooing  ?" 

"  No,  Rudolph,  it  was  the  love  which  has  dwelt  in 
ray  own  heart  since  I — it  sounds  very  strange — saw 
your  angry  eyes,  and  heard  your  voice  condemning 
human  cruelty  and  heartlessness.  And  it  has  never 
left  me  since  that  moment.  On  the  contrary,  it  has 
grown  strong  and  deep,  in  spite  of  all  my  efforts  to 
suppress  it,  in  spite  of  all  the  harsh  words  which 
wounded  it." 

"  Who  did  that  ?" 

"Yourself.  You  were  violent,  repellent,  toward 
me." 

"Oh!  child,  those  were  the  outbreaks  of  my  insane 
jealousy.  I  have  trained  myself  to  self-control  my 
whole  lifetime,  but  this  most  terrible  of  all  tortures 
could  not  be  concealed  behind  the  mask.  And  for  that 
my  little  girl  wanted  to  destroy  the  heaven  she  is  now 
opening  before  me  ?" 

"  Not  for  that  reason.  That  would  have  been  labor 
lost,  for  a  warm  glance  made  it  all  good  again.  But 
another  obstinate  combatant  entered  the  lists — mv 
reason.  It  had  heard  the  universally  accepted  rumor 
of  your  incredible  aristocratic  arrogance,  and  repeated 
at  each  outburst  of  the  heart  the  reason  of  your  declin- 
ing the  hand  of  a  princely  court  lady." 
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"Oh,  the  sixteen  quarterings !"  cried  Herr  von 
Walde,  with  a  smile.  "  Listen,  little  Gold  Elsie,  that 
is  Nemesis,'1  he  continued,  more  gravely.  "  To  avoid 
vulgar  annoyances  I  had  recourse,  without  reflection, 
to  the  first  device  which  suggested  itself,  and  which  I 
see  now  has  come  near  costing  me  the  happiness  of 

my  life.     I  like  very  much  to  be  with  Prince  L , 

but  residence  at  court  was  spoiled  for  a  time  by  the 
matchmaking  plans  with  which  Princess  Catherine 
persecuted  me.  She  had  taken  it  into  her  head  to 
marry  me  to  one  of  her  ladies-in-waiting.  Every  one 
thought  it  impossible  that  I  could  be  utterly  indiffer- 
ent to  the  girl,  for  she  was  thought  a  beauty,  and  had 
taken  many  a  heart  into  her  toils.  All  my  protesta- 
tions were  unavailing ;  the  little  intrigue  was  carried 
further  and  further,  and  so  I  made  an  abrupt  end  of  it 
one  fine  da}7  by  declaring  that  I  should  lose  one  of  my 
estates  by  such  a  marriage,  for  it  would  revert  to  the 
state  in  accordance  with  my  uncle's  will  if  I  should 
marry  a  lady  possessed  of  less  than  the  requisite  six- 
teen quarterings.  The  declaration  made  an  end  of  the 
nuisance,  for  in  the  whole  small  principality  there  is 
not  one  such  lineage,  and  they  all  understood  my 
determination  to  retain  my  estate." 

"  And  you  suffer  such  loss  now  for  my  sake  ?"  asked 
Elizabeth  in  a  grieved  tone. 

"  It  is  no  loss,  Elizabeth  ;  it  is  an  exchange  in  which 
I  gain  an  immeasurable  treasure — the  highest  blessing 
of  my  life." 

A  torchlight  flickered  in  the  thicket. 

"  Stop !   Come  here  !"   shouted  Herr  von  Walde. 

One  of  the  servants  stood  before  them  almost 
instantly.     He  was  charged  to  hasten  at  the  utmost 
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speed   to   Castle    Gnadeck    and    announce    Fraulein 
Ferber's  safety  and  speedy  arrival. 

The  servant  departed  at  the  top  of  his  speed. 

"  I  have  been  very  selfish,  Elizabeth,"  said  Herr  von 
Walde,  laying  her  hand  upon  his  arm  and  hastening 
forward  with  her.  "  I  know  that  your  family  are  in 
great  anxiety  and  excitement  about  you.  Your  father 
and  uncle  are  searching  the  prince's  forestrevier ;  all 
my  people  and  peasants  are  patroling  the  region  in  all 
directions  for  your  sake,  and  I  forgot  them  all  the 
moment  I  found  you." 

"  My  poor  parents,"  sighed  Elizabeth,  not  without 
remorse.  For  her,  too,  the  w  rid  had  vanished  away 
when  he  came  to  release  her. 

"  Frederick  is  fleet  of  foot,"  said  Walde  reassuringly. 
"  lie  will  be  at  the  top  of  the  mountain  long  before  us 
and  will  reassure  you    parents." 

They  entered  th^  park  and  passed  the  castle.  There 
it  lay,  dark  and  silent.  Only  from  Helene's  room  came 
a  shaded  lamp-ray 

"  There  is  a  life  and  death  struggle  going  on  there," 
fliurmure'1  Herr  von  T  aide,  looking  toward  it.  "She 
loved  tha  wretch  w*  h  a  really  fanatical  devotion; 
how  frightfr    the  realization  must  be  !" 

"  Go  up  and  <■   mfort  her,"  begged  Elizabeth. 

"Comfort!  At  such  a  moment?  Child,  if  any  one 
had  come  to  me  with  consolation  when  I  thought  I  had . 
lost  you !  Ilelene  has  shut  herself  in  since  I  gave  the 
order  to  have  Herr  von  Ilollfeld's  horse  brought 
around.  But  her  maid  is  at  hand.  It  will  be  a  long 
time  before  she  will  desire  to  see  me,  for  she  has  broken 
away  from  me  for  the  sake  of  that  wretch.  But  a 
human  being  who  has  been  so  bitterly  deceived  seldom 
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returns  at  once  to  the  friends  who  have  warned  them 
of  the  danger.  Besides,  I  shall  not  re-enter  my  home 
this  night  without  the  assurance  that  your  parents  will 
make  no  attempt  to  tear  you  from  me." 

The  path,  upon  which  the  well-known  garden-bench 
stood,  branched  off  here. 

"  Do  you  remember  ?"  inquired  Elizabeth,  with  a 
smile,  pointing  thither. 

"Yes,  there  you  announced  the  bold  determination 
to  go  out  into  the  world  as  a  governess,  and  I  was  so 
free  as  to  decide  that  I  should  never,  never  permit  it. 
It  required  all  my  seh-control  not  to  take  the  daring 
little  songbird  into  my  arms  at  once  and  press  to  my 
heart  the  golden  head  full  of  defiant  thoughts.  There 
I  beguiled  from  you  the  first  na'ive  confession  that 
your  parents  still  occupied  the  first  place  in  your 
affections.  But  you  were  cool  and  repellent  the  moment 
I  attempted  to  be  confidential." 

"  That  was  timidity,  and  I  am  not  yet  sure  that  I 
shall  not  relapse  into  my  hesitation  to-morrow,  when 
I  see  your  rugged  brow  by  daylight." 

"  It  will  not  look  rugged  again,  my  child.  Happiness 
has  touched  it  with  her  gentle  finger." 

Soon  after  the  old  beeches,  whose  tops  could  look 
across  the  clearing  into  the  Ferbers'  dwelling,  observed 
a  strange  scene.  A  tall  man,  whose  face  was  pale 
with  emotion,  brought  a  daughter  to  her  parents  to 
ask  for  her  back  again,  to  be  his  wife,  his  second  self. 
The  old  beeches  saw  how  he  took  her  in  his  arms,  and 
so  received  the  blessing  of  the  deeply-moved  parents ; 
saw  how  the  mother's  face,  smiling  through  its  tears, 
looked  thankfully  heavenward-,  and  how  the  small 
Ernst  shook  Hans'  cage  to  inform  the  little  singer  in, 
his  yellow  dress-coat  that  Elsie  was  betrothed. 
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CHAPTEE  XX. 

While  peace  and  joy  were  taking  up  their  abode  in 
the  connecting  wing  at  Gnadeck,  a  sad  event  took 
place  down  in  the  valley. 

Two  Lindhof  peasants  on  their  way  from  the  village 
to  the  forest,  looking  with  torches  for  Elizabeth,  heard 
an  angry  growl  like  that  of  an  exasperated  hound. 
Not  far  from  them  lay  a  human  figure  stretched 
directly  across  the  path.  A  tall  dog  stood  beside  it, 
having  placed  his  forepaws  as  if  for  protection  upon 
the  form  lying  upon  the  ground.  The  animal  became 
furious  as  the  men  approached,  ground  its  teeth,  and 
prepared  to  spring  at  them.  They  did  not  venture 
farther,  but  hastened  back  to  the  village,  where  several 
torch-bearers  had  assembled,  the  forester  among  them. 
He  had  just  learned  from  Herr  von  Walde's  servant 
that  Elizabeth  had  been  found. 

They  all  hastened  at  once  to  the  spot  specified. 
This  time  the  hound  did  not  growl.  He  whined,  and 
wagging  his  tail,  crept  to  his  master's  feet.  It  was 
Wolf,  the  forester's  dog,  and  there  lay  Bertha,  appar- 
ently dead.  A  wound  in  her  head  was  bleeding1,  and 
her  face  was  deathly  pale. 

The  forester  said  not  a  word.  He  avoided  meeting 
the  pitying  glances  of  the  bystanders.  Anger  and 
sorrow  were  struggling  for  the  mastery  of  his  face. 
He  lifted  Bertha  from  the  ground  and  carried  her  to 
the  nearest  house  of  the  village ;  it  was  the  weaver's 
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cottage.  Thence  he  sent  a  messenger  to  fetch  Sabine. 
Luckily  the  Waldheim  physician  was  in  the  house  of 
a  patient  in  the  village.  He  was  summoned  and 
brought  the  fainting  girl  to  herself  very  speedily. 
Her  wound  was  not  dangerous,  but  the  doctor  shook 
his  head  and  cast  a  peculiar  glance  at  the  forester, 
who  had  followed  all  his  manipulations  with  great 
anxiety. 

The  doctor  was  a  frank  man,  with  somewhat  harsh, 
rough  manners.  He  stepped  abruptly  up  to  the 
forester  and  said  a  few  words  to  him  in  a  not  very  low 
voice. 

The  old  man  staggered  back  as  if  struck  a  deadly 
blow,  stared  at  the  doctor  as  though  he  had  lost  his 
reason,  and  strode  out  through  the  door  without  even 
a  glance  at  the  sick  woman. 

"  Uncle,  uncle,  forgive  me !"  cried  the  girl  with  a 
heartrending  voice,  but  he  had  disappeared  into  the 
dark  night. 

Just  then  Sabine  appeared  upon  the  threshold  breath- 
less. A  maid  followed  her  carrying  a  huge  bundle  of 
bedding  upon  her  head,  and  a  basketful  of  bandages, 
delicacies,  and  all  sorts  of  practical  and  necessary 
things. 

"  Good  heavens,  Bertha,  child,  what  sort  of  a  trick 
is  this  to  be  playing  ?"  cried  the  old  woman,  with  tears 
in  her  eyes,  as  she  saw  the  colorless  face  in  its  ban- 
dages upon  the  pillow.  "  And  this  very  day,  when  you 
went  out  at  noon,  I  thought  you  were  looking  brighter ; 
you  had  such  rosy  cheeks." 

The  girl  buried  her  face  in  the  pillows  and  sobbed 
convulsively. 

The  physician  gave  Sabine  some  directions,  for- 
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bade  the  patient  all  speech  whatsoever,  and  left  the 
room. 

"  Not  speak !"  exclaimed  Bertha,  as  she  sat  upright 
in  bed.  "  Silence  may  well  come  easy  to  such  an  old 
man,  with  cool  blood  in  his  veins  and  measured  thoughts 
under  his  white  hair ;  but  I  must  speak  if  it  costs  me 
my  life.'' 

She  drew  the  old  housekeeper  down  upon  the  edge 
of  the  bed,  and  weeping  bitterly,  confessed  her  fault. 

She  had  had  a  liaison  with  von  Hollfeld.  He  had 
promised  to  marry  her ;  but  she  had  had  to  swear 
solemnly  to  keep  the  connection  secret  until  he  author- 
ized her  to  mention  it ;  for  he  represented  that  he 
must  consider  his  mother  and  relatives  at  Lindhof, 
whom  he  could  only  win  over  gradually.  The  thought- 
less girl  took  the  vow,  and  in  her  excitement  added  to 
it  another — not  to  let  any  word  pass  her  lips  to  any 
human  being  before  she  could  proclaim  her  proud 
secret  to  the  world.  Their  meetings  had  usually  taken 
place  either  in  the  nun's  tower  or  the  pavilion  in  the 
park  at  Lindhof.  No  one  found  a  trace  of  them.  But 
one  day  the  Baroness  Lessen,  becoming  suspicious,  flew 
into  a  rage  and  forbade  the  girl's  further  presence  at 
Lindhof. 

This  did  not  crush  Bertha's  high-flying  hopes  and 
aspirations,  for  Hollfeld  comforted  her,  and  pointed  to 
the  future.  But  then  came  Elizabeth  Ferber,  and 
from  that  moment  he  was  a  changed  being.  He 
avoided  her,  and  when  she  finally  forced  him  by 
means  of  threats  to  meet  her,  he  showed  her  a  con- 
temptuous coldness  and  scorn  which  drove  her  almost 
to  madness. 

When  at  last  she  saw  that  she  had  to  do  with  a 
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scamp,  the  whole  terror  of  her  situation  became  clear 
to  her.  She  fell  into  despair,  and  from  this  point 
dated  her  roaming  about  at  night.  Sleep  had  deserted 
her,  and  only  in  the  cool  forest,  where  she  could  cry- 
out  all  the  misery  that  burned  into  her  soul,  did  she 
find  momentary  quiet. 

At  last  the  drama  came  to  an  end,  as  countless  such 
dramas  have  done  before  and  will  do  again,  for  warn- 
ing examples  have  power  over  the  understanding,  but 
none  for  the  honestly  loving  woman's  heart.  Hollfeld 
offered  his  victim  a  sum  of  money,  on  condition  of  her 
going  away  to  a  distant  city.  He  said  that  his  mother 
and  the  Lindhof  relatives  would  force  him  to  marry 
the  newly-made  "  Fraulein  von  Gnadewitz."  She 
called  him  a  miserable  liar,  and  fled,  as  if  mad,  from 
his  presence.  Flaming  with  anger,  and  thirsting  for 
revenge,  she  penetrated  into  his  mother's  room  and 
told  her  all. 

Up  to  this  point  Bertha  had  told  her  tale  consecu- 
tively, with  violent  gestures  and  tears.  Now,  how- 
ever, she  was  silent  a  moment,  and  an  expression  of 
inextinguishable  hatred  distorted  her  fever-flushed 
face. 

"  That  frightful  woman,"  she  cried,  at  length,  pant- 
ing, "  is  forever  quoting  the  Bible.  She  knits  and 
sews,  and  collects  day  and  night  for  a  mission  to  carry 
the  word  of  God  to  the  heathen,  to  humanize  them ; 
but  they  cannot  be  more  inhuman  and  cruel  in  their 
ignorance  than  this  Christian  in  her  arrogance.  She 
will  abolish  the  worship  of  idols,  this  noblewoman ! 
But  she  makes  an  idol  of  herself,  surrounds  herself 
with  fawning,  cringing  flatterers,  who  are  forced  to 
repeat  that  she  is  one  of  the  elect,  made  of  wholly 
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different  clay  from  the  other  children  of  men.  Woe 
to  the  upright  man  who  does  not  share  her  opinion ; 
his  offense  is  nothing  less  than  blasphemy  1  She  drove 
me  from  the  door  and  threatened  to  have  the  dogs  set 
upon  me  if  she  should  ever  see  me  again.  From  that 
moment  I  do  not  know  what  has  happened,"  she  said, 
sinking  exhausted  back  upon  the  pillows.  "I  only 
know  that  when  I  awoke  the  doctor  was  leaning  over 
me.  He  has  told  my  uncle  of  my  disgrace.  I  heard 
him.     What  is  to  become  of  me  ?" 

Sabine  had  listened  to  this  confession  with  shudder- 
ing horror.  She  was  stringent  in  requiring  a  virtuous 
and  upright  life,  and  was  a  remorseless  judge  of  faults 
such  as  Bertha  had  confessed.  But  she  had  a  warm 
and  tender  heart.  So  she  looked  with  tearful  eyes 
upon  the  penitent  wanderer,  and  laid  the  weary  head 
upon  her  breast.  She  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing 
the  girl  fall  asleep  in  her  arms,  like  a  child  that  has 
wept  itself  weary. 

Soon  the  only  sounds  to  be  heard  in  the  little  room 
were  the  quiet  breathing  of  the  patient  and  the 
ticking  of  the  clock.  Sabine  drew  her  spectacles  and 
a  well-worn  copy  of  the  New  Testament  out  of  her 
pocket  and  kept  faithful  watch  until  the  light  of  dawn 
shone  in  at  the  window. 

Bertha  did  not  die,  as  she  had  hoped  to  do,  in  conse- 
quence of  her  painful  experience.  She  recovered  very 
quickly  under  the  care  of  Frau  Ferber  and  Sabine. 
There  had  been  no  return  of  her  insanity.  The  wound 
in  her  head,  which  came  from  a  fall  upon  a  sharp  stone, 
had  proved  beneficial  by  reason  of  the  great  loss  of 
blood  which  it  involved. 

The  forester  was  beside  himself  at  the  shame  which 
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Bertha  had  brought  upon  his  respectable  roof.  He  was 
not  accessible  even  to  his  brother's  quiet  words  during 
the  first  few  days.  When  Sabine  related  Bertha's  con- 
fession, he  rode  at  once  to  Odenburg  to  call  the  good- 
for-nothing  scamp  to  account ;  but  the  young  gentle- 
man had  left  home  for  an  indefinite  time.  No  one 
knew  where  he  was,  and  all  inquiries  proved  vain. 

Bertha  herself  declared  that  she  never  wished  to  hear 
again  of  her  lover,  whom  she  now  hated  as  ardently  as 
she  had  once  loved  him.  A  few  weeks  after  her 
recovery  she  left  the  weaver's  hut — the  forester's  lodge 
she  had  never  re-entered — to  emigrate  to  America. 
But  she  did  not  go  alone.  One  of  her  uncle's  employes, 
a  worthy  fellow,  asked  for  his  dismissal  one  day 
because  he  had  always  loved  Bertha  in  secret,  and  had 
not  been  able  to  summon  courage  to  let  her  go  thus 
alone  out  into  the  wide  world.  She  had  promised  to 
marry  him.  He  wished  to  be  married  in  Bremen,  and 
try  a  farmer's  life  across  the  sea.  Herr  von  Walde 
gave  the  couple  a  considerable  sum  of  money,  and  at 
Frau  Berber's  and  Elizabeth's  urgent  request  the  for- 
ester silently  acquiesced  in  Sabine's  pillaging  the  dead 
Frau  Forester's  stores  of  linen  to  fit  the  future  farmer's 
wife  out  respectably. 

It  was  a  gray,  foggy  day  in  autumn  when  a  heavily 
laden  wagon  left  Castle  Lindhof  and  followed  the  road 

to  L .     Baroness  Lessen,   broken  and  humiliated, 

cowered  in  one  corner  of  it.  Her  brilliant  career  at 
Lindhof  had  come  to  an  end.  She  was  returning, 
against  her  will,  to  narrow  ways  and  limited  circum- 
stances. 

"  Mamma,"  inquired  Bella  in  her  rasping  voice, 
drawing  the  window  unceasingly  up  and  down,  and 
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Scraping  her  feet,  "  does  the  castle  belong  to  Elizabeth 
Ferber  now  ?  And  will  she  go  to  ride  in  our  beautiful 
carriage  with  the  white  satin  damask  cushions  %  Can 
she  go  into  your  parlor  and  sit  in  the  fine  embroidered 
fauteuils  ?  Old  Lorenz  said  she  is  to  be  the  gracious 
lady,  and  whatever  she  commands  must  be  done." 

"  Child,  do  not  torture  me  with  your  chatter !" 
moaned  the  baroness,  burying  her  face  in  her  handker- 
chief. 

"  It  is  very  stupid  of  Uncle  Rudolph  to  send  us  away," 
continued  the  small  child  relentlessly.     "  We  have  no 

silver  plates  in  B to  eat  from,  mamma,  I  remember 

that ;  and  we  have  no  chef.  Shall  we  go  to  meals  at 
the  restaurant  again,  mamma,  and  will  you  dress  your 
own  hair  when  Caroline  is  washing  and  ironing? 
Why " 

"  Be  still,"  commanded  her  mother,  stemming  the 
tide  of  words,  every  one  of  which  was  a  dagger-point 
for  her. 

Bella  cowered  in  alarm  in  one  corner  of  the  seat,  and 
nothing  more  was  heard  from  her  until  the  carriage 

rattled  over  the  pavement  of  B .   But  the  baroness 

cast  a  timid  glance  in  the  direction  of  the  castle ;  then 
she  covered  her  face  with  her  veil  and  wept  passion- 
ately. 

There  had  been  an  angry  interview  between  the 
baroness  and  Ilerr  von  Walde  in  consequence  of 
Bertha's  confession,  and  it  had  ended  with  notice  to 
leave.  Helene  drove  her  away  with  loathing  when 
appealed  to  for  intervention,  and  so  she  was  compelled 
to  enter  the  traveling  carriage  which  drew  up  punctu- 
ally at  the  moment  assigned  by  the  host  for  his 
guests'  journey.     One  sweet  drop,  however,  mingled 
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with  the  cup  of  bitterness :  Herr  von  Walde  would 
contribute  to  Bella's  education  provided  she  were  more 
sensiblv  trained  than  hitherto. 

Almost  at  the  same  hour  at  which  Baroness  Lessen 
took  her  departure  from  Lindhof,  the  first  lady-in-wait- 
ing, Frau  von  Falkenberg,  presented  herself  in  the 
boudoir  of  the  princess,  accompanied  by  her  spouse, 
who  had  returned  a  few  days  before  from  the  baths. 

The  first  lady-in-waiting  bowed  as  low  as  her  very 
insecure  nether  supports  permitted,  but  with  a  peculiar 
haste  which  she  would  have  snubbed  in  any  one  else 
as  a  violation  of  etiquette.  She  held  in  her  hand  an 
open  letter,  which  had  evidently  lost  its  pristine 
smoothness  between  her  trembling  fingers. 

"  I  am  very  unhappy,"  she  began,  in  a  disturbed 
voice,  "  to  be  compelled  to  communicate  scandalous 
tidings  to  the  exalted  company.  O  mon  dieu !  who 
ever  would  have  thought  it !  If,  even  in  this  sphere, 
shame  and  the  thought  of  a  higher,  nobler  self-con- 
sciousness die  out,  if  every  one  yields  to  each  vulgar 
inclination  and  casts  his  sacred  privileges  beneath  the 
feet  of  the  mob,  it  is  truly  no  wonder  that  the  nimbus 
loses  its  brilliancy  at  last  and  the  mob  begins  to  shake 
the  throne  of  kings." 

"  Do  not  be  too  tragic,  dear  Falkenberg,"  said  the 
prince,  visibly  amused.  "  Your  introduction  has  some- 
thing of  the  grandiose  pathos  of  Cassandra.  But  I  do 
not  feel  any  indication  of  the  prophesied  earthquake, 
and  I  observe,  to  my  satisfaction,  too,"  he  continued, 
looking  with  a  smile  into  the  quiet  market-place,  "  that 
my  faithful  subjects  are  quiet.  What  have  you  to 
communicate  ?" 

She  looked  at  him  with  an  offended  air ;  his  sarcastic 
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tone  gave  her  a  sense  of  insecurity.  "  Oh  !  if  your 
serene  highness  knew  !"  she  continued,  at  last.  "  He 
—he  upon  whose  pride  of  descent  I  could  have  built 
houses — Heir  von  Walde — notifies  me  that  he  is 
betrothed,  and  with  whom — with  whom  ?" 

"  With  Fraulein  Ferber,  the  niece  of  my  worthy  old 
forester,"  concluded  the  prince,  with  a  smile.  "  Yes, 
yes  ;  I  have  heard  something  of  the  kind  before.  "Walde 
has  not  fallen  upon  his  head,  I  see.  The  bride  is  said 
to  be  a  real  marvel  of  beauty  and  amiability.  Well,  I 
hope  he  will  not  keep  us  waiting  long  before  he  gives 
us  the  pleasure  of  her  charming  acquaintance." 

"  Your  grace  !"  ejaculated  the  first  lady-in-waiting, 
stunned.  "She  is  the  daughter  of  your  highness' 
forester's  secretary." 

u  Yes,  yes,  my  best  Falkenberg,"  said  the  princess 
soothingly,  "  we  know  it.  But  do  calm  yourself ;  she 
is  really  of  noble  descent,  we  hear." 

"  Pardon,  your  serene  highness,"  responded  the  old 
lady,  purple  in  the  face  and  pointing  to  the  crumpled 
letter;  "here  it  is  in  black  and  white,  his  betrothal 
with  a  civilian.  Here  is  the  plebeian  name  and  no 
other,  and  so  it  will  stand  forever  upon  the  genealog- 
ical tree  of  the  Waldes.  The  groom  seems  to 
emphasize  the  fact  with  a  certain  ostentation.  That 
these  persons  have  nothing  in  common  with  the  noble 
race  of  Gnadewitz  they  prove  most  strikingly  by  not 
appreciating  the  splendid  old  name  and  refusing,  with 
incomprehensible  insolence,  to  bear  it.  The  drop  of 
noble  blood  in  their  veins  has  become  corrupted  in  the 
course  of  years,  and  the  girl  is  and  remains  plebeian, 
according  to  my  notion  of  nobility.  I  am  heartity 
sorry   for   poor   Hollfeld,   who,   as  your  grace    will 
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admit,  is  a  cavalier  of  the  purest  water.  He  loses  at 
least  half  a  million  through  this  mesalliance,  and  the 
unfortunate  Lessen,  from  whom  I  received  a  brief 
adieu  by  the  same  post  which  brought  the  notice  of 
the  betrothal,  leaves  Linclhof  to-day  to  go  out  of  the 
way  of  the  scandal." 

"These  are  matters  which  especially  touch  your 
sentiment  of  friendship,  and  I  will  therefore  not  dis- 
pute with  you  about  them  or  your  conception  of  them," 
responded  the  prince,  not  without  sharpness.  "  How- 
ever, I  herewith  request  you  to  inform  the  princess 
and  myself  immediately  upon  von  Walde's  expressing 
a  desire  to  present  his  bride." 

In  the  adjoining  room,  of  which  the  door  stood 
open,  Cornelia  was  spinning  around  on  her  heel  and 
making  grimaces. 

"  So  that  is  the  reason  the  polar  bear  wished  to 
escape  the  tongues  of  certain  impertinent  ladies !"  she 
exclaimed,  with  a  suppressed  laugh.  "  Cornelia, 
where,  oh  !  where  was  your  perception  of  the  symp- 
toms of  love  sickness  ?  However,  the  story  amuses 
me  infinitely  for. the  sake  of  the  ancient  Falkenberg," 
she  whispered,  turning  to  a  second  young  lady  who 
sat  by  a  window  embroidering. 

"  Now  we  shall  have  the  pleasure,  for  at  least  a 
fortnight,  of  seeing  our  most  loyal  royalist  longing  to 
prod  their  serene  highnesses  whenever  they  turn  their 
unsuspecting  backs,  while  she  lets  the  honey  of  the 
promised  land  flow  over  her  withered  lips  when  the 
sunshine  of  the  royal  smile  falls  upon  her.  For  such 
a  pleasure  as  that  I  should  be  willing  to  have  every 
courtier  of  them  all  play  such  a  stupid  trick." 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  Cornelia,  are  you  mad  ?"  cried 


GOLD  ELSIE.  361 

her  colleague  from  the  window,  dropping  her  needle 
in  horror. 

And  in  the  selfsame  hour  in  which  every  drop  of 
noble  blood  in  the  veins  of  the  first  lady-in-waiting 
was  in  open  revolt,  Dr.  Fels,  reaching  home,  entered 
the  nursery,  where  his  wife  was  just  bathing  their 
youngest  and  watching  the  knitting  of  two  small 
daughters. 

"  Wife,  wife,  rejoice  with  me !"  he  cried  with  a  glow- 
ing face.  "Lindhof  is  to  have  a  mistress,  and  such  a 
one  !  Gold  Elsie— the  beautiful  Gold  Elsie  !  Do  you 
hear,  my  treasure  ?  Now  it  will  be  sunny  there  again. 
Honest,  wholesome  thought  will  come  off  victorious, 
and  the  gloomy  spirit,  which  has  been  a  perfect  mil- 
dew upon  human  souls,  will  flee  away.  I  just  now 
saw  Herr  von  Walde's  traveling  equipage  rattling  by. 
There  must  have  heen  more  than  enough  invisible 
crosses  flying  about  in  Lindhof  an  hour  ago.  The  an- 
nouncement of  the  betrothal  has  fallen  like  a  bomb 
upon  our  worthy  town.  I  tell  you  it  is  like  a  play  to 
see  the  long,  envious  faces.  But  the  news  was  not  the 
slightest  surprise  for  me.  I  have  known  what  was 
coming  ever  since  the  attempted  assassination.  "When 
[  strolled  up  to  Lindhof  that  evening  at  Herr  von 
Walde's  side,  to  see  whether  the  shock  had  been  in 
any  way  injurious  to  the  little  heroine,  I  saw,  all  at 
once,  that  his  hour  had  come ;  that  he,  too,  has  a  heart, 
and  one  full  of  deep,  passionate  love." 


If  the  reader  will  pass  over  a  space  of  two  years 
and  revisit  the  Gnadeck  ruins  with  us  we  will  conduct 
him   up  the  mountain,  along  the  windings  of  a  fine 
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broad  carriageway  to  the  castle  portal,  which,  freshly 
painted,  has  exchanged  its  rusty  bolts  and  hinges  for 
new  ones. 

We  recall,  with  a  shiver,  the  cold,  dark  court  behind 
this  portal,  enclosed  by  colonnades  on  three  sides, 
while  the  upper  stories  reveal  the  murderous  intent  to 
descend  upon  our  heads.  We  remember  the  solitary 
basin  in  the  midst  of  the  court,  which,  held  in  posses- 
sion by  stone  lions,  has  hoped  in  vain  for  years  past 
for  the  silvery  streams  which  should  fill  its  lap. 

With  these  recollections  we  ring.  Immediately  upon 
the  sound  of  the  deep-toned  bell  a  strong,  fresh-looking 
maid  opens  the  heavy  door  and  bids  us  enter.  But  we 
draw  back  as  though  dazzled,  for  out  of  the  opening  a 
stream  of  light  and  color  flows  toward  us.  The  ruins 
have  vanished.  Only  the  tall,  encircling  wall,  strong 
as  iron,  remains,  making  us  clearly  recognize  the  ex- 
tent of  room  which  it  encloses. 

We  do  not  tread  upon  the  echoing  pavement  of  the 
court ;  high-heaped  gravel  softens  the  footsteps.  Be- 
fore us  spreads  a  broad  well-cared-for  lawn.  In  its 
center  rests  the  huge  granite  shell,  and  from  the  yawn- 
ing lion  throats  pour  four  mighty  streams  of  water. 
The  chestnuts  still  stand  as  faithful  sentinels  around 
the  basin,  but  now  that  they  bathe  their  crowns  in  the 
free  light  of  heaven  they  have  recovered,  and  are  at 
the  present  moment  decked  out  with  countless  white 
flower  candles. 

We  turn  into  one  of  the  paths  which  border  the 
lawn,  wander  among  tastefully  arranged,  though  still 
very  youthful  shrubbery,  and  feast  our  eyes  upon  the 
blooming  plants  and  tenderly  cherished  beds  that  lie  in 
motley  array  upon  the  lawn. 
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Opposite  us  stands  the  connecting  wing.  The  breeze 
plays  now  upon  its  four  walls,  which  have  donned  a 
clean,  fresh  dress.  But  its  front  has  grown  statelier. 
On  all  sides  there  are  new  windows.  Ferber  has  had 
the  house  widened  by  four  rooms,  for  the  forester 
means  to  live  there  with  Sabine  when  he  gives  up 
work. 

In  the  dwelling-room  of  the  Ferbers,  where  the  view 
from  the  windows  is  the  same  as  that  from  the  arched 
window  in  Elizabeth's  former  little  room — Herr  von 
Walde  has  had  the  trees  thinned  to  let  the  parents 
command  the  view  of  their  daughter's  home — in  this 
dwelling-room  stands  the  young  Frau  von  Walde.  She 
has  been  a  prisoner  in  the  house  for  several  weeks,  and 
her  first  pilgrimage  is  up  the  mountain  to  present  her 
first-born  in  the  parental  home.  There  he  lies  in  her 
arms.  Miss  Mertens,  or  rather,  the  long  since  happily 
married  Frau  Keinhardt,  has  carried  the  little  fellow 
and  now  cautiously  withdraws  his  veil.  The  fresh, 
rosy  face  has  the  features  of  the  von  Waldes,  and  a 
fine  dark  lock  escaping  from  the  lace  cap  falls  upon 
his  brow.  Ernst  laughs  himself  sick  at  the  tentative 
movements  of  the  feeble  red  fists  stretched  out  in  all 
directions.  But  the  forester  behaves  in  a  peculiarly 
constrained  manner,  his  own  mighty  hands  behind  his 
back,  as  though  he  feared  to  injure  the  tiny  creature 
by  some  movement  of  his  own.  He  is  not  less  de- 
lighted with  the  little  grand-nephew  than  the  grand- 
parents with  their  grandson.  He  has  lived  down  his 
painful  experience  with  Bertha  and  suns  himself  in 
Elizabeth's  happiness,  which  seemed  to  him  wonderful 
enough  at  first,  not  because  it  was  too  great  for  his 
little  pet ;  he  would  have  found  the  highest  crown  on 
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earth  quite  in  place  upon  her  pure  brow.  It  was 
merely  strange  to  see  so  young  a  being,  "  with  her 
quicksilver  feet  and  sunny  face,  so  devoted  at  the  side 
of  the  grave,  mature  man." 

Elizabeth  is  happy  in  the  highest  sense  of  the  word. 
Her  husband  worships  her,  and  the  prophecy  is  veri- 
fied that  the  expression  of  melancholy  and  sternness 
has  vanished  forever  from  his  brow. 

Elizabeth  gazes  tenderly  down  upon  the  tiny  being 
in  her  arms  and  then  into  the  valley  where  his  father 
will  soon  stride  across  the  gravel  and  hasten  up  the 
mountain  to  fetch  her  and  the  baby.  One  moment 
her  brow  darkens  and  her  eye  grows  moist.  Her 
glance  had  rested  upon  a  lofty  gilded  cross  which 
arose  from  the  copse  by  the  lake.  There,  beneath  the 
whispering  tree-tops,  in  a  magnificent  mausoleum, 
Helene  had  been  reposing  for  a  year.  She  died 
in  Elizabeth's  arms,  .with  the  prayer  upon  her  lips  that 
God  would  bless  the  friend  who  had  faithfully  borne 
the  burden  of  grief  with  her  and  sustained  her  until 
the  broken  heart  could  free  itself  from  the  frail  body. 

Hollfeld  sold  Odenburg  and  no  one  knows  in  what 
corner  of  the  earth  he  is  raging  for  the  failure  of  all 
his  plots. 


THE  END. 
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adventures  of  Prince  Charlie,  but  finally  settles  happily  in  Scot- 
land. 

"Ronald,  the  hero,  is  very  like  the  hero  of  '  Quentin  Durward.'  The  lad's 
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extreme.  At  its  commencement  the  English  were  traders  existing 
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In  this  story  Mr.  Henry  gives  the  history  of  the  first  part  of  the 
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between  Saxon  and  Dane  for  supremacy  in  England,  and  presents 
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on  their  own  element,  and  being  pursued  by  them  up  the  Seine, 
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struggle  for  empire,  and  afterward  for  existence  on  the  part  of 
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defeated  the  Romans  at  Trebia,  Lake  Trasimenus,  and  Cannae, 
and  all  but  took  Rome,  represents  pretty  nearly  the  sum  total  of 
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struggle  for  the  empire  of  the  world  Mr.  Henty  has  written  this 
story,  which  not  only  gives  in  graphic  style  a  brilliaut  descrip- 
tion of  a  most  interesting  period  of  history,  but  is  a  tale  of  ex- 
citing adventure  sure  to  secure  the  interest  of  the  reader. 

"  Well  constructed  and  vividly  told.  From  first  to  last  nothing  stays  the 
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Henty.  With  full  page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne. 
12mo,  cloth,  price  $1.00. 

In  this  story  the  author  relates  the  stirring  tale  of  the  Scottish 

War  of  Independence.      The  extraordinary   valor  and  personal 

prowess  of   Wallace  and  Bruce  rival  the  deeds  of  the  mythical 

heroes  of  chivalry,  and  indeed  at  one  time  Wallace  was  ranked 

with   these   legendary   personages.     The  researches   of  modern 

historians  have  shown,  however,  that  he  was  a  living,  breathing 

man — and  a  valiant  champion.     The  hero  of  the  tale  fought  under 

both  Wallace  and  Bruce,  and  while  the  strictest  historical  accuracy 
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full  of  "hairbreadth  'scapes"  and  wild  adventure. 
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